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INTRODUCTION 


M, name is Gloria Londofio. At age 25, I was the victim of a kidnapping 
that completely changed my life. Since then, I've battled my trauma and 
helped other women recover from their own. The purpose of this book is to 
help you overcome your traumas and practice forgiveness, so you can find the 
internal peace that so many of us seek. 


Forgiveness to our parents, closest family, and friends is sometimes the most 
healing because the dynamics of these important relationships can create such 
great anger, madness, and pain. We keep forgetting that they treat us how they 
were taught to treat others, and their own childhoods often include trauma 
and pain How can we judge them if they don’t know better? They did the best 
they could to be there for us They are also here to teach us unconditional love, 
and to be there so our forgiveness can allow us to grow and move to the next 


level of life. 


It took me more than 17 years to find that forgiveness for my family and to 
find the strength within myself to face my trauma and overcome it. It also 
took a lot of therapy, self-work, and dedication to myself to transform my 
trauma into a blessing that I could pay forward While there is always more to 
learn and always more self-growth possible, I am in a more comfortable place 
with my family, and what used to drag me down no longer does With the help 
of my experiences, my hope is that it won't take you the same amount of time 
to process your traumas and find your way to forgiveness. 


I am a soul who likes to use my story to empower others to feel better. Also, I 
am a visionary entrepreneur who has made a significant impact in the world of 
business and beyond. With a passion for innovation and a commitment to 
making a difference, I am proud to be a role model for aspiring entrepreneurs 
and a catalyst for positive community change. 


I was born in Medellin, Colombia. My parents moved with me to Canada 
when I was nine months old. Seven years later, my parents moved back to 
Colombia I am the oldest child and married for the first time at age 19. I had 
my daughter at 21. Today, I am 51 and a grandmother. 


My journey into entrepreneurship began at the young age of 30. I displayed an 
innate curiosity and an unwavering drive for excellence from my early years. 
After my release from my kidnapping, my entrepreneurial spirit flourished. 


I wasted no time diving into the world of business. I founded my first 
company, The Fresh Connection, a quality control inspection company for 
produce. Years later, I launched A&B Tropical Produce, which is still up and 
running today. 


My dedication to innovation and ability to assemble a talented team quickly 
propelled the company to success. 


After about five years, I changed careers and became a professional podcaster 
on a bilingual show that discusses depression, anxiety, and post-traumatic 
stress disorder (PTSD) I also saw the need to help other entrepreneurs fulfill 
their dreams As a mentor coach, I help a lot of people create their companies 
for success. 


This book is dedicated to my family and, in particular, to my parents Through 
all my ordeals, including my kidnapping in Colombia, they also went through 
a lot of pain. I couldn't understand the decisions they made when I was 
kidnapped, and I harbored anger toward them for many years. Even after my 
release, I couldn’t overcome that anger. And as a result, I was held hostage by 
myself—my mind and my memories. 


One day, after a lot of personal growth, I realized I needed for my own sense 
of internal peace to understand the “why” behind my parents’ actions I put 
myself in their shoes, recreating the moments of my kidnapping but from 
their perspective! It was only then that I realized how much pain and suffering 
they must have felt, along with their desperation when they didn't have 
enough money to pay the ransom for my freedom. They couldn't help me, 
their daughter, and they must have felt so helpless and afraid for my life They 
also sent my brothers away because they thought my brothers were in danger, 
too. They weren't just separated from me at that time, but all of their kids. 


I hadn't been able to imagine everything that happened to my parents after I 
was kidnapped. Once I could, I began to empathize with them and 
understand their behavior. They did the best they could at that moment. 


Writing this introduction, I’ve had to face how selfish I’ve been all these years, 
thinking they never loved me The truth is that my parents love me so much I 
am able to be here, writing this book I thank them for teaching me the best 
lesson of my life. 


Chapter / 


FROM BEDROOM BARS TO 
TRUNK TERROR 


\ \ hen I was 16 years old, I planned to run away from home. 


I always felt like my parents treated me differently from my brothers, and I 
had had enough. It was summer, and I was all packed and ready to go, but my 
parents found out As punishment, they locked me in my bedroom for a 
month. 


At the time, I thought it was the worst confinement I would experience, being 
sentenced to prison in my own room by my parents Little did I know that this 
was only a precursor to a life-changing experience, one that would transform 
me completely But at the time, I hated my parents I could not understand 
why they locked me up instead of asking me to explain my reasons or 
exploring the root cause of why I wanted to escape. I never did drugs or drank 
alcohol. I wasn’t even rebellious. I was just miserable watching all the fights 
and witnessing their constant mutual disrespect. 


Nine years later, on October 22, 1997, I was 25 years old and heading home 
from university I was in my third year, studying business administration at a 
university in Medellin, Colombia. 


It had been a strange day My boyfriend at the time had just told me that he 
was moving to the United States. I was jealous and really wanted to go with 
him I rushed out of my economics class, my last class of the day, and hurriedly 
said goodbye to my friends. I wanted to get over to my boyfriend’s place to 
help him pack, say farewell, and see if maybe he'd take me with him. 


I raced out the burgundy-colored university door and ran down a narrow, 
paved walking path past other university students waiting to go into the 
classroom. 


Nearby, a large outdoor market had juices and snacks for sale, which wasn't 
uncommon in Colombia I saw another student I really liked at the market. He 
called after me, but I just waved and said, “Bye, bye.” I couldn't stop to talk to 
him. 


I ran down the university steps, the heels of my shoes clicking on the stone I 
got into my car and drove around the parking lot to get to the exit. By the 
time I was 14 or 15, my dad was making good money I was very flashy with 
new clothes all the time and a fancy car that I slowly drove when entering to 
the college parking so everyone could see me. I could feel their gaze. It made 
me feel happy to be noticed by so many people. 


As I drove off, thinking about my boyfriend, the car in front of me suddenly 
stopped. I had to slam my foot on the brakes and screech to a halt so I 
wouldnt hit it. The other car just sat there. I couldn’t drive around it or get 
back on the road. 


Confused, I looked at my side mirrors to see what was going on. What I saw 
chilled me to the bone: A gun was pointed at my forehead. 


“Get out, get out,” said the man holding the gun. 


I was frozen. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t move It felt 
like hours passed as I stared down its barrel. 


“Get out of the car!” the man shouted. 


I heard my father’ voice in my head, If someone tries to take your car, get out of 
the f***king car, and get down. Give it to them, and don’t endanger your life. 


The guy with the gun grew impatient With a growl, he released the gun’s 
safety mechanism and pulled open my car door. He grabbed me by the back of 
the neck and ripped me out of the car, pressing the gun into my hair. 


Ahead of me, there was a car up the street. Behind me was a bus full of people. 
I looked around wildly, wondering if anyone would do anything. Lots of 
people in Colombia carry guns. Someone on the street pulled out a gun and 
tried to save me. 


I was so relieved—I could have kissed him! He didn’t get very far, however, 
because the man holding me was just one of seven heavily armed, masked men 
standing around my car. 


They all pointed guns at my would-be savior. “Do you want to die too, 
motherfucker?” they shouted at him. 


My attackers picked me up and put me in the trunk of a car, then slammed 
the lid closed. Panicked in the dark, I didn’t know what to do. I kept telling 
myself that I was going to die, that they were going to kill me. 


In a moment of clarity, I remembered that I had one of those old brick-sized 
phones. I could call someone and get some help. What if they stopped the car 
and opened the trunk while I was on the phone? What if they heard me talking? 
My heart raced, and my fingers froze If I made a call, I'd probably get killed 
the moment the car stopped and they opened the trunk. 


I couldn't let that happen I had to survive My three-year-old daughter was 
waiting for me at home. 


‘The car sped through bumpy streets, tossing me around My body was taut and 
tense It felt like they drove me around for hours, but it was really only about 
20 minutes or so. Alone in the dark trunk, with all the bumps and dips, my 
mind played tricks on me. 


The car pulled to a stop, and I heard the sound of a metal garage door 
opening. I heard voices, too, and they sounded young. I could hear them 
unloading the car. As soon as the trunk popped open, I held out my phone. 


“Here, take it. I didn’t make any calls. I promise. I didn’t use it,” I blurted. 
One of the guys snatched it away. 


“Dont do any stupid shit, or you'll get hit. Got it?” someone else said. 


The man closest to me grabbed the back of my neck and roughly forced my 
head down, pushing me forward through a house. I still have pain in my neck 
to this day. 


I saw six tennis shoes moving with me. Six shoes meant three people, plus the 
guy who held my neck. Four kidnappers. 


I was in survival mode. I felt like I was full of adrenaline and could see every 
little detail and hear every tiny sound I felt almost superhuman. 


They threw me into a room. I still wore my boots, and the first thing I started 
doing was walking loudly in the room so someone could hear me. I marched 
back and forth on the floor and sobbed. I knew I could be killed at any 
moment, but I didn’t care. 


After a few minutes, a man wearing a black face mask came into the room. 
The only thing I could see were his eyes. He handed me a piece of paper and a 
pen and told me to write down my name and my family information. 


I thought my kidnappers were crazy and asked him if they were. How did they 
know I was the person they were after if they didn’t even know who I was? 
Finally, he told me that if I didn’t give them the information, it would be a 
long time before my family found out what happened to me. 


I didn’t have any choice. I had to do it! In tears, I wrote down the names of 
my family members, one by one, and their phone numbers. 


As the man left the room, I said, “I hope I can get out soon, and I can see my 
little girl.” 


I cried and cried, feeling very afraid and wondering if I would ever see my 
family and daughter again. She would never understand what happened to her 
mommy. 


I turned on the room light and sat on a bed. The room had a bath-room with 
a toilet but no toilet paper, and a shower that didn’t work. Three more masked 
men entered. I tried to figure out who was in charge, but it was difficult. 


Kidnapping, as horrible as it sounds, is a business where each participant gets 
paid for their role. One of the guys was about 6'1”, with a big belly and a 
stronger voice than the others. He sounded like a boss and intimidated me. I 
guessed he was in his late 50s. 


One of the others was skinny and about 5’1”, just like me. His energy was 
more anxious, and he appeared to be a teenager. The third one was about 5'8”. 
His voice was very calm, and his energy was quiet, making me think he was in 
his late 30s or early 40s. He also could have been the boss. 


“We know your family has money, and they can afford to pay for your release,” 
one said. 


“Why are you guys doing this to me?” I asked. 


“Because we know you are the only daughter of the family, and your father 
will pay right away for daddy’s little girl.” 


I shook my head and explained to them that they had the wrong girl. My 
family wasn’t going to pay anything to get me back. They didn’t believe me, 
telling me that I must be daddy’s little girl, and he'd pay anything. 


I know my parents love me, but at the time I didn’t feel that way, and I 
thought I could persuade them It was what my brain told me to do to survive. 


My captors refused to believe me. As they left the room, one of the men 


turned back and unscrewed the lightbulb from its fixture in the ceiling. 
“What are you doing? Why are you taking that light?” I asked. 


He said, “We don’t want you to get creative, take the light bulb out, and do 
something crazy, like hurt yourself or try to hurt one of us.” 


They closed the door and left me in complete darkness, alone with my 
thoughts. 


The sun began to set, and darkness fell. 
OH MY GOD, I thought to myself, full of terror. What is this!? 


After another 30 minutes or so, one of the men came back in, replaced the 


bulb, and turned on the light. 


Handing me some oversized clothes, he said, “Remove all your clothes and 
your jewels. Take off your watch and boots. Wear these sweatpants and this 
shirt” 


“Why?” I asked. 


“Do what I am asking, and stop questioning everything. Just listen and do it!” 
he snapped. 


I had no choice but to just do it. 


I removed my clothes in front of him, feeling very humiliated. I also worried 
what he might do once my clothes were off. 


I was too hot in the sweatpants and begged my captors to give me scissors so I 
could cut a slit in the pants. But they refused, saying, “No, we can’t give you 
scissors. You could hurt yourself or us.” 


Finally, I asked if I could give them my pants and let them cut the slits. One 
of the men agreed. I told him where to cut the pants, and he did. In that 
moment, I realized everything here might be able to be negotiated. Maybe I 
could use that to my advantage. 


I fell asleep but kept waking up every two hours to pitch dark and quiet. 


They gave me a blanket but didn’t feed me that night. I don’t recall if I was 
hungry, but I didn’t care if I ate or not. The room was stuffy and smelled old. 
Many, many times, I asked, Why me, why me, why mel? 


What did I do to deserve this? I'd been a good person, and yet I'd had hard 


moments. I almost lost my daughter when she was born prematurely and she 
couldn't breathe. Since I was so petite, they scheduled me for a C-section at 39 
weeks so I didn’t have to give birth naturally. I was ready to be done with the 
pregnancy at that point. I was huge and in pain all the time. But the doctor 
made a mistake. He thought I was at 39 weeks, but I was only at 38 weeks, 
when it is still dangerous. 


When I went in for surgery, I wasn’t anesthetized completely I knew when 
they took my daughter out, but I was listening and listening, and I couldn't 
hear her cry I knew something was wrong. 


After several minutes, I heard her crying, but the doctors rushed her out of the 
room before I could hold her. My daughter was put in an incubator to keep 
her alive. 


A doctor told me that she couldn't breathe, and I just kept thinking to myself, 
Why me? 


In my country, there is a tradition that for 40 days after a mother gives birth, 
she gets to lay in bed and is treated like a princess. The baby is brought to her 
to nurse, and she is fed special meals. I didn’t get to experience that. Instead, 
the day after I had major surgery, I was walking around worrying about my 
daughter. 


Three days after she was born, I was in the waiting room when the doctor 
came to see me and told me that my daughter was dying They brought me to 
sit with her I reached into the incubator and held her hand I talked to her and 
begged her not to leave Somehow, she started to stabilize and came back to 
me. 


Days later, she needed plasma, and my mom had to rush out of the hospital 
late at night to buy the plasma and bring it to her in order to save her life. She 
was so desperate, she pulled out on the wrong side of the road and drove 
against traffic the whole way, but she got the plasma that saved my baby girl. 


When my daughter was 10 days old, the doctor came to me again and told me 
I needed to get a priest to perform the last rites over her. I was devastated. 
She'd fought so hard, and we'd done so much. But they were sure she was 
dying. 


I sat with her and held her hand again while the priest performed his rites 
before the incubator. Again, I pleaded with her to come back to me. 


She did—but she wasn’t out of the woods yet. She got sicker and sicker due to 


a staph infection, and we moved her from the clinic into a hospital We had no 
way of knowing if she'd make it through the night. The head nurse told me to 
bring a radio so they could on put different music every day and see if she 
reacted to the music, feeling alive again. 


Day by day she was getting better with the upbeat background music—my 
miracle baby started getting stronger and healthier That ordeal had impacted 
me so much. 


After being kidnapped, I found myself again asking God if I would see her 
again and asking, Why am I here? 


The second day, the kidnappers brought me breakfast. To my surprise, it was 
good—hot scrambled eggs with onions and tomatoes, toast, and coffee. I don’t 
drink coffee, but that day it was amazing. I ate it quickly and couldn't help but 
be reminded of how my nanny used to serve me breakfast at home. I had been 
a spoiled brat when I didn’t like the food. I began crying again. I had had it so 
good, and now things were so bad. 


I felt the urge to go to the bathroom, but there was no toilet paper. I knocked 
on the door a couple times asking for some, and one of the men responded 


and told me I had to “deal with it.” He reminded me that I wasn’t staying in a 
hotel. 


He also told me, “We've decided not to contact your family for fifteen days so 
they will become desperate. By the time we contact them, they will be really 
desperate and ready to pay for you,” one of the men said. 


“Wow!” I said. “That means I will be here with you for a long time” 


“That depends on your family. We can move quickly or we can move slowly,” 
he told me. 


My hopes fell. It was late October, and I hoped I would be with my family by 
Christmas. It was going to be a long journey. 


The kidnappers left. 


I felt desolate I knew some people who were kidnapped and didn’t come back 
home again. But now that it was happening to me, I realized how vulnerable I 
was and how much empathy I felt for others who had experienced the same 
thing. 


Chapter a 


IT’S A GOOD NIGHT BECAUSE 
PM STILL ALIVE 


A single day can feel like weeks in isolation. 


Alone in a dark room, I wasn’t sure how much time had passed. When I 
couldn't take it anymore, I knocked on the door a couple of times to ask. 


“Listen, you can’t continue knocking on the door all of the time,” a male voice 
said. “This is the last time you do this because next time, I will slap you to get 
you to stop!” 


“OK, I understand, but what time is it for the last time?” I asked. 
“3:30 p.m. ,” he told me. 

“What time will my dinner be?” I asked. 

“Later,” another man said curtly. 


That later felt like a lot later to me. I said to myself, Lets go to sleep and see if 
the time goes faster. I can get more news later, and | fell into such a deep sleep 
that they had to wake me for dinner. 


One of my captors put food on paper plates on the floor next to the door. It 
was rice, meat, and salad with pineapple juice. I ate the meal with gratitude 
because it really could have been a lot worse. I was surprised by how hungry I 
was, given the stressful situation. When I finished, the same man came in and 
picked up the plates then left. 


I could brush my teeth, but I couldn't rinse my mouth because I didn’t have 
water. I tried to sleep some more. My mind and body were being pushed to 
the extreme, and my energy was low. 


I woke in the middle of the night, and it was pitch dark Why me? GOD! WHY 
ME! cried like a little girl. 


I slept a lot during the day, so the night felt much longer. I talked to my God 
about every single detail of my life, reviewing everything and promising Him 
the things I would do if I could go home and see my daughter again. It was 
weird! I never felt I was going to die, but I relived my life for hours. 


On the third morning, my captors opened the door This time, they brought 
the same breakfast but gave it to me in my bed like room service. 


“Thank you,” I said. 
“Today, you can take a shower,” one of the men told me. 


I was so happy! I smelled terrible after two days with no way to clean myself 
and stuck in a hot room. Not to mention my bathroom situation. 


I asked when. 


“After your breakfast, Pll come back and take you out of the room to the 
bathroom to have the shower,” my kidnapper explained. 


Good. Now I would see where I was. 


“Dont knock on the door again just because you get impatient,” he went on. 
“This is not about your time. It’s about when we want to do stuff. Feel lucky 
that we are giving you food and taking you for a shower In other cases, people 
don't have that option” 


“Why do you think I am getting special treatment?” I asked. 


“Because the order from the top is that we can’t touch you or treat you badly 
anymore. You are protected,” he said. 


“Order from whom!?” IJ asked. 


“Stop with your questions! Isn't it enough that I’m coming back for you to 
take your shower?” 


I couldn't believe what he just said. I would still be a captive, but at least they 
wouldnt treat me badly. 


I finished my breakfast. I took my time because if I ate it too quickly, my wait 
for the shower would feel a lot longer. Finally, the man came back. 


“Turn around so that I can cover your eyes and take you out,” he said. 


He said he was going to hold me and walk me to the bathroom. He explained 
that when we were in the bathroom, he would let me remove my clothes so I 
could shower. 


He started walking, and I felt a bright light on my skin It was a weird 
sensation I was surprised how my body could pick up on the new light, even 
with my eyes covered. 


It was a nice sensation, like a dream, and I wondered where I was and how this 
place looked. As much as I wanted to rip the cover off my eyes, I knew I 
needed to behave or they might not let me shower again. We went into what I 
guessed was a bathroom. 


“You can remove the cover from your eyes and start undressing,” the man said. 


“But youre still here. How am I going to undress in front of you?!” I asked 
nervously. 


“Do you want to take a shower or not?” he replied. 


“T want to take a shower,” I said. Who cared if he watched me? I also 
remembered they weren't allowed to touch or hurt me, so I started undressing 
I felt humiliated but I needed to wash off I smelled rank. 


I turned on the left knob for hot water, and my captor laughed. 


“You're so spoiled! There’s no hot water for you there. You need to take a cold- 
water shower,” he said, laughing at me again. “And you can’t make any noise” 


When my body hit the cold water, I wanted to scream. But soon my body got 
used to the cold water, and my pleasure returned at getting clean When I 
found soap, it was like I found a treasure, even if it appeared to have a pubic 
hair on it. 


I realized, nope, I can't say anything. I removed the hair and flicked it into the 
water. I didn’t know the next time I would get to take another shower, so I 
enjoyed every minute. 


The man said I had five minutes to finish. He stood outside the shower stall, 
unable to see me while I was taking a shower I was lucky to have some privacy 
and felt some relief from all that had been going on in my mind. 


When I showered at home, I focused on cleaning myself with the best or most 
expensive beauty brands. This time, I didn’t worry about that. I was happy to 
just feel clean and energized! 


I wrapped myself in a towel, and the man let me get dressed in private I 
detangled my hair with my fingers as best I could. 


A lot of it was dropping out and getting stuck around my fingers. It was the 
stress I decided to save the hairs so I would have something to do in the 
darkness. 


‘There were no phones, television, magazines, or books. There wasn’t even any 
art to look at on the walls. 


I thought I was going crazy, counting the tiles on the floor, counting the panes 
of glass in the window and trying to guess if my head could fit through it. 
When my hair started falling out, counting the hairs was just another way to 
keep my sanity. 


I fell asleep back in my darkened room. When I woke up, it was time for 
dinner. They had prepared arepas made of stuffed corn- meal They also 
brought me tuna and pineapple juice, and I ate with no problem. 


When a kidnapper came in to take my plate and paper cup, he said, 
“Goodnight.” 


“Goodnight,” I replied. I figured it was a good night because I was still alive. 


Chapter 3 


UNEXPECTED KINDNESS 


O. the 11th day of my captivity, I woke up and felt like I didn’t need to cry 
anymore. I was getting sick, and my energy was very low. I didn’t even want to 
live because I was so exhausted. 


When breakfast arrived, my captor told me to get up. 
“T can't,” I said. “I don’t have the energy” 
He put the breakfast down. “What do you feel?” he asked. 


“I have a huge pain in the back of my right side, and I can’t feel my body very 
well,” I said. 


He grabbed me and pulled me up, trying to get me to stand. My body didn’t 
want to respond He tried to grab me again, and again I went down. 


“Oh, you're depressed,” he said in a soft voice. “I am going to sit down with 
you and hold you, and I will give you some food so you get vital energy.” 


It was exactly what I needed to feel better. There was a transfer of energy 
between us from his kindness and willingness to help me. It was something 
that changed my view about him. 


I was numb and didn’t want to talk too much. 


“I need to come in more often because I will not let you die,” he said. “It isn’t 
good for you or us.” 


“Because you can’ get your money, right?” I asked. 


He didn’t say anything. He just made a grunting sound with his mouth and 
kept feeding me. 


“Go to sleep and rest,” he said when I finished. “I'll come back later to see 
how you are doing” 


His kindness overwhelmed me I didn’t think I could feel grateful to one of my 
captors, but in that moment, I really did. Later, I learned that it is common 
among kidnap victims. 


“Thank you so much for being with me and for making sure I am OK,” I said. 


After this depression episode my thinking got clear and came to the realization 
that I needed to accept the situation the way it was and enjoy every minute 
being alive Then my mind went into “fight or flight” mode and I started to use 
survival mode and thinking on a strategy to keep calm to survive each 
moment. 


I don’t know how long I was asleep, but when I woke up, he was sitting on the 
end of the bed with a large gun. 


“What are you doing here?” I asked. 
“Nothing, I just came here to be with you so youd feel better,” he said. 
“Why do you have that firearm?” 


“T need to have it with me at all times,” he said I didn’t believe him. “Sit here 
with me, let’s talk.” 


“About what?” I asked. 

“About anything.” 

“Why are you are doing what you are doing?” 

“Like what?” he asked. 

“Why you are in the kidnapping business?” 

“Well, it is what it is,” he said with a shrug. 

“Do you think there are better ways to make money other than this?” I asked. 
“The opportunities are not the same.” 

“What about family? Do you have any?” I asked. 


“We can’t talk about that,” he said. “Why don’t you tell me about your family 
What you said the day we kidnapped you stuck in my mind” 


“Well, it is a long story,” I said. “My father treats my mother and me very 


badly” 


For as long as I could remember, my father had been mentally and verbally 
abusive to us. He showed preference to my two brothers. Even though I knew 
deep inside my father loved me and wanted to protect me, the way he showed 
it was so cruel, it was often hard to believe. 


My father never believed anything I said was true He laughed at my dreams 
and told me I couldn't do anything in life. Because I was divorced and had a 
daughter, he supported me but wanted to continue to control all aspects of my 
life. I lived in a cage with a golden chain. 


My captor couldn't believe what he was hearing. 


“It’s time for me to go I shouldn't be here with you I am risking my life and 
the operation just being here,” he said, starting to rise. 


“Dont go. Stay another minute with me, please,” I practically begged. 


“No, I can't. If I can, I'll try to come in again later but I cant promise 
anything,” he said and left. 


If I could get this man to be my friend, things could change. I felt determined 
to survive and get out of this place, no matter what it took. 


On day 15, I heard the sounds of a helicopter. It was close, and it seemed to be 
hovering above where we were. 


Wump. Wump. Wump. 


The sound of the rotating blades got louder until I could feel the vibrations 
through my entire body. 


“What is going on here!?” I said aloud, wishing I had a window. Sometimes, 
talking to myself was the only voice I heard for hours at a time. 


I wondered if a helicopter meant that law enforcement found us and was 
coming to rescue me It gave me a glimmer of hope that soon this nightmare 
would be over. 


Immediately, one of my kidnappers came into the room with a huge gun and 
a grenade on his waist. He seemed very anxious. 


“Listen, motherfucker, if they come for you, we are all going to die together. I 
don’ give a shit, and ’ll blow this building and all of us up together,” he said. 


I went straight into a panic mode. My body shook. I was so distraught that I 
don't know how I managed to crawl under the space beneath my little bed, 
between the floor and the mattress. It was a combination of anxiety and panic 
attack. 


Please, please don't let them come for me, I prayed. Please, please make the 
helicopter go away. I didn’t want to die like that! 


I heard all the kidnappers “shushing” each other. The place fell silent. 


“Be quiet, stop crying!” the guy with the grenade hissed at me. He left and 
slammed the door closed. 


They didnt bring me dinner, which was weird, and everything was quiet. 
Maybe I was alone. 


I started knocking on the door very lightly to see if anyone could hear me. I 
did that three times, and no one answered. I thought it could be my 
opportunity to escape, but minutes later, I heard the garage door open and a 
car pull in. 


Footsteps approached my room, and the man who had been nice to me 
opened the door. 


He told me we were leaving. At first, I got really excited, thinking I was finally 
going home. He sneered at me and grabbed me by my neck. 


“You wish. I’m going to put you inside the trunk of the car again, and we're 
going to move you to another location This place is hot now” 


That meant the police group, called GAULA (Los Grupos of Accién Unificada 
por La Libertad Personal or Unified Action Groups for Personal Freedom), in 
charge of finding and recovering missing and kidnapped people was nearby. I 
was scared but also curious about changing locations. I hoped the new place 
was bigger and had better light with a full bathroom. 


I realized I might not be freed anytime soon. 


I just wanted my situation to get a little more comfortable, so I could survive 


the ordeal. 


They put me in the trunk again, but this time was different. I felt the 
movement of the car, the smell of gasoline, and the sounds of other cars and 
motorcycles. It was fun to hear the everyday sounds of life again, and the ride 
distracted me from any nervousness I might have felt. 


The car stopped, and the kidnappers opened what sounded like another 
garage. Someone knocked on the trunk. 


“Are you ok?” a familiar voice asked. It was the man I knew best. 
“Yes,” I said. 
“I am going to open the trunk now, you know the deal,” he said. 


I told him I did. He opened the trunk, and this time, he grabbed me more 
gently by my neck. 


« 


We're going in now,” he said. 


My new room was bigger with a little window, and I could see the light 
coming in. There was even a full bathroom. I had grown to feel a great deal of 
humility and appreciation for every little thing I received. I felt myself 
transforming. 


If I could be humble and grateful in this situation, things would be better or 
even change. If they killed me, at least I did what I was supposed to be doing 
in life. I began saying thank you for everything—my food, water, and shower. 
I noticed my kidnappers’ attitudes were changing dramatically, too. 


They started acting nicer toward me. The youngest man brought me breakfast 
and stayed in the room to talk to me. They remained masked, and I never saw 
his face or the faces of the others. 


I heard some salsa music, and he asked, “Do you like this song?” 
“Yes, I like it! It is very cool,” I said. 

He replied, “Do you want to dance with me?” 

“Why not!?” 


We began salsa dancing, and for a second, I forgot where I was, even though 
my dance partner's face was concealed. 


I could differentiate between my captors with their voices and body types, 
even the way they smelled. The young man said it was great dancing with me. 


“Me too, thank you!” I said excitedly. 
“We can do it another time if you want.” 


“OK, cool,” I said. He left and came back again a little while later. 


“T love to dance with you,” he said and closed the door. 


Uh-oh, this guy is acting weird! It could be dangerous. The young man usually 
came in the morning. The soft-spoken man who comforted me when I was 
depressed, and to whom I was growing attached, came in the afternoons. 


My room was always dark, and when they entered, they left the door open It 
teased me I thought more than once about escaping but I was scared, not 
knowing what would be on the other side. 


Two of the men began to wear cologne, and it seemed like they wanted to 
impress me. I kept quiet about it, but I took note of everything that was going 
on. 


I lost track of the time Hours, days, weeks all blended into one, and I lived the 
same reel of time over and over. But I began to sense that the young man who 
brought me breakfast was starting to develop real feelings for me. 


“I need to talk to you,” he said after bringing me breakfast. 


My heart started to pound, and I was getting nervous, especially when he 
checked the door two times as if he was making sure no one was there. As a 
captive, my senses worked like never before. Everything was amplified. 


The guy closed the door completely, and I asked, “What is wrong?” I spoke 
with a strong voice because I knew he was doing something wrong, something 
he was not supposed to do. 


“I want to tell you something about me,” he said. “I do not know why I have 
these feelings for you, but I am in love with you!” 


“What!? I don’t understand what youre saying!” I cried. 


“You know exactly what I am talking about,” he said. Then he added, “I know 
you feel the same for me.” 


“What?” I said. “I think you are confused about what you are telling me. I 
don't have feelings for you or anyone here. How could I have feelings like that, 
especially in the situation I am in?” 


“I do not care if you do not love me,” the kidnapper responded. 


I was so confused. I worried about the situation and felt I was in danger if I 
was to say no to him. He might abuse me, or worse. 


“T want to show my love to you,” he said. 


My eyes popped wide open, and I grew nervous. 


“This is the way I am going to show you my love,” he said, and he started 
removing his face cover. 


“No, please! I do not want to see your face, please don’t! I do not want to 
recognize you for the rest of my life! Please, no!” I cried. 


He removed his mask anyway, and I turned my face to the side. 
“Look at me!” he demanded. 
“NO!” I shouted. 


He told me to look again, and I still refused. If any of the men thought I 
could recognize them, I didn’t think they'd keep me alive. I was getting 
annoyed with him. 


Finally, I asked, “Are you sure you want me to see your face?” 
“Yes,” he insisted. 
“OK, fine, I will!” I snapped. 


I was freaking out inside, but I had asked him three times if he was sure. He 
was the one risking everything. If his boss found out he broke the rules, he'd 
be a liability to them, and I didn’t think theyd think twice about punishing 
him If he was going to keep saying yes, I didn’t care. 


“T love you, and this is the way to show my love to you,” he said. 


When I turned around, it was a major surprise. He was so young, even 
younger than me, and far younger than I expected. I was 25 years old, and he 
was probably 16 or 17. 


“Why are you doing this!? You're so young! Why don’t you go to school and 
do something better for yourself?” I asked. I was terrified for both of us. 


He told me that there weren't many opportunities for him, and his family 
needed the money. 


“Wow! Does your mother know about this?” I asked. 
“Not really,” he said. 


Then he heard a noise, and he put his face cover back on quickly. 


“Please don’t say anything to anyone about what I did,” he said. 


He left the room, and my intuition told me I needed to tell someone. If they 
found out what he did, I'd be in trouble, too. 


The next day, two of the men, the boss and the tall guy with the big belly—the 
man I had grown fond of—came into my room. They said they needed to talk 
to me. 


The big guy said, “We finally want to start communicating with your family, 
and we need you to write a letter so they can see you are still alive” 


“Oh, finally. So, that way I can go home in December,” I said. 


“You wish,” he said sarcastically. “We'll bring you the newspaper tomorrow, so 
you can write down that youre still alive and give them the date” 


All I could say was, “OK.” They left. 


I was so excited because it meant I was probably going home soon! ‘That night, 
the soft-spoken man came in and asked about my day I wondered if I should 
tell him about the young man. 


“My day was good, thank you. What about yours?” I tried to make 
conversation. 


“Tt was OK.” 


“You're so lucky that you can be out and about, and I am in this situation,” I 
said. 


He closed his eyes and took a deep breath and said, “You will be out, too, 
soon” 


“When!?” I asked. 


“That depends on your family and how quickly they will pay There’s still a lot 
of processes to go through, so this will take a long time. And if your family 
doesn't pay, we will need to sell you to another organization that operates from 
the mountains,” he explained. 


“Oh no, please help me. If I go to the mountains, what will happen to me?” I 
asked. 


“You will walk for days and sleep at night, and you will need to do everything 
outside. They don’t care if they take one or two or three years to release you 


because you are cheaper to maintain,” he said. 
“You know I have a daughter who is three years old,” I said. 


“Yes, I know I studied you for three months before we kidnapped you,” he 
said. “I know how you dress, where you go shopping, what kind of car you 
drive, and the way you drive I know your boyfriend, your friends, your class 
routine, everything. Why do you think we needed to use two cars to stop you 
and kidnap you!?” 


I said, “Why?” 


“Because you drive extremely fast, and if you saw we were following, we would 
not have been available to catch you.” 


This was a surprise to me. He was giving me a lot of information, and 
something was telling me to start testing the waters with him about what 
happened with the younger man two days earlier. 


“So many people are here,” I said. 
“There are six people,” he said. 
“Ts it always the same?” I asked. 


He said, “No, we take turns going out because this is like a job. When it is 
your day off, you can leave” 


“Are you bringing me my food tomorrow?” I asked. 
“Yes, in the afternoon,” he said. “Why are you asking?” 


Now that we were having a conversation, I wanted to see if I could trust him 
and somehow use that to my advantage We talked for a little bit until I was 
sure that he would keep a secret for me I just needed someone to talk to I 
needed to feel like someone heard me. 


“When you come back tomorrow, I need to tell you something personal,” I 


told him. 


“What? Now I am curious,” he said with a nice tone. There was nothing to 
worry about. I knew he had feelings for me, and I had feelings for him. It was 
a case of Stockholm Syndrome, a coping mechanism that occurs when 
hostages develop a psychological bond with their captors. 


I was in a very vulnerable place, where any little nice thing became important, 


and I was getting attached to the only person who showed me compassion— 
and whom I needed to survive. It can easily be confused with love, as I 
experienced with the younger man. 


“You're not going to tell me?” he asked. I got the sense he expected me to say 
that I liked him. “OK, if youre not going to tell me, I will be thinking about 
you all night.” 


He grabbed my leg, and I didn’t care. I even kind of liked it. I knew by then I 
could take advantage of the situation. 


He left and I went to sleep. Each day, it was getting easier to fall asleep. I got 
into the mindset that I would see my daughter and could stop feeling nervous 
about my future. Deep inside, I believed that everything was going to be OK 


The next day, the young guy brought me breakfast, and I saw that his energy 
had changed I wondered if he thought that he had made a huge mistake. 


“Thank you for my breakfast,” I said. 
“You're welcome,” he said in a very strange tone. 
I started to get anxious. My body was telling me something was wrong. 


Four hours later, three men showed up in my room, and I got super worried. 
It was the soft-spoken man, the boss, and another man whom I had never seen 
before. 


“You know we told you we wanted you to write a letter for your family, and 
today is the day,” one of the men said. “We brought the newspaper so when 
you write it, they will have a reference that you are still alive because you wrote 
down today’s news headlines.” 


“Ok, what do you want me to write?” I asked. 


“Anything you want. Tell your family that you are OK and that you can’t wait 
to be back home and that youre in a complicated situation,” he said. “Tell 
them you are afraid that you will be killed, you want to see your daughter 
again, and you need them to pay the ransom as quickly as possible, and then 
write down these headlines from today’s newspaper” 


He handed me a pen and paper, and I started writing. 


When I finished, one man read the letter over and said it was fine. One of the 
younger men left with the letter I wrote, but the boss and my soft-spoken 


man, whom I started calling Henry in my head, stayed behind. 


All I wanted was to go home and be with my daughter again In the letter, I 
wrote how much I was suffering and how I couldn’ take it anymore. I hoped 
that my words would communicate my pain. 


To me, writing the letter felt desperate but also hopeful. It might accelerate the 
process for my kidnappers getting paid and my release. 


“T need to talk to you in private,” I said to the boss. “I need you to promise me 
that if I tell you something, I will not have to suffer any consequences.” 


“That depends,” he said, crossing his arms. I felt confident I was doing the 
right thing. 


“The guy who brings me the breakfast, you know who he is,” I began. 
“Yes, of course, the young guy,” he said. 


“Yes. Three days ago, he took off his mask and revealed his face to me. He told 
me he did it because he loves me. I insisted that he not do it, and he insisted 
that it was the way for him to show me his love for me” 


His eyes grew large. 
“Wait! You just said that this guy revealed his face to you?” 
“Ves!” 


“Oh boy, oh boy. What has this little fucker done? We'll talk later,” he said. He 
closed the door hard and left rapidly. 


I fell to my knees, and I couldn't stop shaking. I felt terrible until I reminded 
myself that I did what I needed to do. 


That same day, the young guy came to my room with lunch. His energy had 
changed for the better, and he was nice to me. 


I could tell they hadn’t told him anything about what I said earlier, and I felt 
like a traitor, even though he was my kidnapper. That was the last time I ever 
saw him. No one told me what happened to him. 


One day, the boss entered my room. 
“Hello Gloria, how are you feeling today?” 


‘That was a surprise for me to hear, especially when he called me by name. He 


was being extra nice. 
“IT am fine, thank you. I want to go home soon.” 


“T don't know about that,” he said. “But one thing I want to say to you today 
is | am very surprised, and I admire you big time.” 


“Why?” I asked. 


“Because you risked your life to tell the truth,” he said. “You could have saved 
that information and waited until we released you But you recognized this guy 
will hurt us and the entire operation. 


Because of that, Iam coming to say thank you.” 


“I appreciate you telling me that, but what am I getting from this? Just the 
thank you?” 


I had a good head for business. My kidnappers wanted to get paid. As strange 
as it sounded, I was their best chance at making that happen, and that put me 
in a more powerful position than I realized before. 


“T will promise to save your life if you can help us make your family pay the 
ransom money,” he said. 


“Well, that’s a tricky deal because you'll secure my life if my family pays, not 
because I told you the truth,” I said. 


“Well, I need your family to pay.” 


“That is not in my control. I told the truth to save my life, and I hope you can 
honor that, even if my family doesn’t pay,” I said. “I told you at the start that 
my family doesn’t care that much for me.” 


“Wow! You really are negotiating for your life,” he said. 


“Well, it’s the only real thing I have, other than this pair of shorts and this T- 
shirt I want to see and raise my daughter, so I would like you to think hard on 
this,” I said. 


“You know what, Gloria? Let me hug you,” he said. “You deserve to live and 
see your daughter again, and I hope your family pays” 


I didn’t feel as scared as I was with the young man. This man somehow made 
me feel safer and more comfortable. He was kind, and I could tell that he had 
respect for me. I also knew that he was attracted to me. 


‘There's a moment when a woman knows she “has” a man wrapped around her 
finger I was starting to feel that way with him. 


“T want that, too, but it’s not in my hands, remember that!” I said. 


“I have so much admiration for you, for what you did. I honor you for being a 
very strong little woman,” he said and then left. 


I couldn’ believe it. I tell my daughter all the time that it doesn’t matter what 
situation you are in, always tell the truth and just the truth. I know from 
firsthand experience it might save your life. 


The kidnappers told me that next we were going to talk to my family because 
they had asked for proof that I was alive. 


“Everything depends on what they do after they believe you're alive,” the boss 
said, “I cannot give you more information.” 


Then he left the room. I was going to talk to my family for the first time since 
being taken I was so anxious that I couldn't sleep that night. 


I wanted my parents to know I was alive because I wanted them to help get 
me out. But a part of me worried about what they would say. 


Chapter 4 


A FAMILY’S UNTHINKABLE 
FAREWELL 


B.i.. being kidnapped, I’d never had an experience that forced me to truly 
slow down and experience humility and gratitude. Life had always been about 
going and going and going. 


Through my ordeal, I felt like I was becoming someone different, a better 
version of myself. 


The mental image of my release helped me to stay optimistic, even in the most 
desperate and desolate times. I expected to see a lot of people waiting for me 
with flowers, and everybody would be happy I imagined people would come 
to my house and gather around me and be happy for my freedom and 
restarting my life. I anticipated how happy I'd be with my daughter. 


I tried to maintain those thoughts. But on the day of the call, I was mentally 
and emotionally exhausted. A knock on the door for breakfast woke me up. I 
was going to talk to my family for the first time after two months in captivity. 


“Gloria, we're going to have the call when we're in the city in one hour,” said 
one of my captors as he took away my plate. 


“For real? Oh my God, I’m so freaking happy, I can’t wait!” I said. I felt a kind 
of happy anxiety “I’m so nervous now. If my family agrees to pay, I’m going to 
be free” 


Maybe an hour later, three men came in with a radio antenna. 
“Why are you guys bringing a radio instead of a cell phone?” I asked. 


“Because it’s harder for them to track us. If we use a cell phone, it will be very 
easy for them.” 


My hands shook, but I was ready. 
“Hello, hello, hello,” they said, testing the signal. 
Finally, they found the signal and gave my family the correct frequency. 


When I heard my father’s voice, I trembled, and my heart beat so loudly I 
wondered if my father could hear it. 


“T love you,” he said. 

“How are you, Father?” I asked. 
“Are you OK?” 

“T just want to go home,” I said. 


“Yes, I know you want to go home, but I have some bad news for you. We 
don't have money to pay for this kidnapping. And I cannot do anything else,” 
he said. “All I can say to you is whatever God has planned with those guys is 
what he wants to happen.” 


Instead of getting to go home, I was stuck. I sank into a deep, deep sadness. I 
couldn't believe what he was saying! I could not even comprehend it. 


I shook my head over and over. 
“T can’t stay here,” I said. “It can’t be true.” 


“Dont worry. You're in God hands,” my father said. “God bless you ’'m going 
to put you on with your mother so you can hear her voice, and she will hear 
you for the last time” 


When he said that, I almost collapsed. Hear my mother’s voice for the last 
time? I didn’t want to hear any more. 


“No more, I can’t take this anymore,” I said. 


One of the kidnappers must have seen my face grow pale. He held out his 
arms and held me because I might faint. 


My mother said the same things as my father, but I also heard her breaking 
down. 


“You heard your father,” she said. “The only thing I can say is your daughter is 
going to be in good hands. I love you and God bless you” 


When she said that, my captors looked at each other as if they were thinking, 
What the heck happened here? What is this? 


It took me years and years to understand why my parents did that. I wanted 
only for my story and my emotions to be validated. To feel abandoned by 
your family in a situation like that, not knowing what was going on with 
them, was terrible It was a lot for me to process—one trauma on top of 
another. 


I had no idea what was coming next! There were men | was going to be sold to 
who might kill me. They weren't going to give a shit about me after they heard 
what my family said. 


I was sad, but I went into survival mode and tried bribing my captors. I 
offered to give them my car and apartment. I begged them to accept my offer. 
Anything so I could go home. 


‘They left me alone after the call with my parents, and it felt like a long, long 
time before Henry brought me a very late lunch. 


“T can't believe what I heard this morning,” he said. 


It felt good to talk to him. He was getting attached to me, too, like reverse 
Stockholm Syndrome. 


He left me to eat, but I was stressed and in disbelief and had no appetite. My 
body balked at every bite I forced down. 


I knew I had to eat because I didn’t know when Id eat again, and I needed to 
stay strong. I didn’t have the luxury of saying, “I don’t want to eat right now. I 
can eat at my next meal.” 


I ate slowly, still shocked about what had happened with my family I assumed 
that my family had been worrying about me, desperate and searching. But my 


dad had been cold and distant. 


That had been devastating. It was like they didn’t miss or worry about me. I 
thought they'd tell me they were doing whatever they could to get me back. 


Chapter 5 


A KISS OF HOPE 


“WN rs 
hat is going to happen to me?” I asked the next morning when one 
of the men brought me breakfast. 


“Tm not allowed to talk about that. Just eat your breakfast,” he told me firmly. 


I ate, but I was still exhausted and in a daze. Everything felt surreal. Was this 
happening? Had my family really abandoned me? 


With nothing else for me to do, my imagination went wild. I was anxious, 
crying, and my mind wouldn’ stop. 


The same man came in to get my plate and asked if I wanted to shower. 


At that moment, I felt like a shower would be the cure for everything I felt. 
The room was hot, and I felt sweaty. Even though the shower blasted ice cold 
water, it was refreshing and helped to calm my wild mind. 


I put my head in the cold water, and all the heat released from my body I 
could practically feel steam coming off my scalp. It was a moment of 
disconnect from the situation, like a reset button. 


I told myself I was going to survive. I was going to get out of there, see my 
daughter and hug her again. The cold water made me feel alive again, so I 
knew I had to keep going. 


One of the other good things about the shower was that I had a little privacy 
My kidnappers usually stood in the room with me when I changed but never 
looked at me. They didn’t peek in the small shower or try to get in with me. I 
never felt like they wanted to rape me or shame me. 


That privacy meant a lot to me, especially since it gave me space to think 
about things I felt newly determined to get out of this and see my daughter 


again I wasn’t giving up, and I wasn’t down for the count. 
Now, my mind could start working on a plan. Henry. 


I saw that Henry had been nicer with me than the other men, even when I was 
first kidnapped. Maybe I needed to use my “woman power” to attract him so 
he would protect me and keep me safe. It was the only way I thought I could 
get back to my life. 


I saw Henry as a way to freedom, like I had when I was 19. I married then to 
get away from my father and have my own life. It was a way out. Henry could 
be another way out. 


I had nothing left to lose. I could use my seductive charms to get him to help 
me. I knew deep down that if he became emotionally attached, he would do 
anything for me. 


That day, Henry brought me lunch and was especially nice. I think he felt 
sorry for me because of my family. 


He sat down next to me. 
“Are you going to stay?” I asked. 
“Yeah. I want to enjoy your lunch with you and chat,” he said. 


I couldnt see his face behind the mask, but I could see his eyes, and I could 
tell he felt something for me. 


“I'm happy youre here. I really, really need it,” I said, trying out my charms on 
him I ate slowly. 


Henry had a lot of sympathy for me, and I felt like something was going to 
happen. 


I was right. One day, when I was in a really dark, depressed place, he took me 
in his arms. I felt like he transferred energy to me, like a phone low on battery 
bursting back to life once it’s plugged in. 


I didn’t want to leave his arms or his hug. I wanted to stay there. We had a 
connection. 


He left soon after our embrace but started coming more often to check on me. 


I liked him a lot and preferred his company to the other men. I was afraid to 
ask questions about who was coming to bring my food because I didn’t want 


them to know that I had a connection with Henry or that I was interested in 
him. 


Little by little, I asked, “So, you're the guy from breakfast.” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, so the other guy will bring me dinner, right?” 

“No, no, the other guy who works at night will bring it to you.” 
When it was finally Henry’s turn to bring me food, I was so happy. 
“Are you going to stay here the day and bring me dinner?” I asked. 


“Yes, because I’m covering for the other guy, so I’m going to bring you dinner 


and be here all day” 


It was the perfect opportunity to see what power I had over him But I didn’t 
say anything. 


He brought lunch and left it. 
“Can you come later, and we can sit and talk?” I asked when he returned. 


When Henry came in later, I asked him why he was doing this and if he had a 
family. He didn’t give a lot of details, but he did say he had a family. I didn’t 
know if he had kids. 


I put my head on his shoulder, and he hugged me. At first, I thought it was 
just sympathy. 


I said, “You smell good.” 
“Thank you,” he said. “It’s the soap.” 


Of course, something as simple as nice soap was like high-end cologne for me 
in this situation. 


“Are you taking care of me tonight?” I asked. 
“Why?” 


“I don't know why Because I like when you come and visit with me, so we can 
talk and I can feel better,” I said. 


“What we going to talk about?” he asked. 


“Anything, nothing in particular,” I said. 


“Let me see what happens,” he replied. “I'll let you know. If I stay, Pll come 
for a short visit.” 


“OK!” I said excitedly. 


“You should eat a little faster because the food isn’t really warm like you like 
it,” Henry said. 


He'd gotten to know some personal things about me just from watching me 
and he remembered my preferences. For him to care like that, he was a lot 
more interested in me than anyone else in that group. That little detail meant 
a lot. 


He made a sound, and I looked into his eyes—the only part I could see of 
him. 


He said, “I’m sorry, it must have been devastating for you, with your family” 
“Yeah. I didn’t really expect it,” I said. Tears wet my cheeks. 
“No, don’t cry” 


“I don't have any other options here,” I said, shaking my head. I needed him 
to feel bad for me and to want to help me. 


“You mentioned the option of your car and apartment,” reminding me of 
what I'd said when I was panicked. 


“I don't know if you're going to accept it,” I said. 


“Well, we're thinking about it because we don’t know what else to do after we 
heard you on the call with your family,” Henry said. 


“It would be really great if you accept it,” I said, still trying to persuade him. 


“Do you know what happens if you don’ pay or your family doesn’t pay?” he 
asked. 


I'd asked one of the other guys that question. Henry might be able to confirm 
what the other man had told me about being sold. 


“What?” I asked nervously. “Is it true that if my family doesn’t pay, they will 
sell me to people in the mountains?” 


His respond was, “Yes, we'll sell you.” 


“Sell me to whom?” I asked, panic rising in my chest. 


“To other groups,” he said. I already knew that, but I wanted to confirm with 
him. 


“Where will I go, and how long will I be there?” I asked. 


“Two things: One, if this happens, you'll live in the mountains with them, but 
you wont be in one place. You'll walk through the mountains because they’re 
nomads They don't want to get found,” he said. “The second thing, and the 
worst part, is they can sell you whenever they want or keep you It can be a 
year, four years, or they'll never let you go” 


My eyes opened wide, like they were going to pop out of my head. 


The only good thing about that was I'd be out of this room, and I'd be outside 
in nature. Everything else just sounded awful. I couldn't be without my 
daughter. 


“No, no, no. Please, don’t let that happen,” I cried. “I can’t be away from my 
daughter that long” 


Henry was on my left side I grabbed his arm and begged him not to sell me to 
them. 


“T will do anything, anything. Dont sell me like that,” I pleaded. 


He had a huge firearm in his lap, but he put his arms around me in a tight 
hug. 


He could be my savior. 

“Dont worry,” he said. “I’m going to try my best to help you.” 
I felt a little hope in my heart. 

“Thank you. Thank you so much,” I said. 

As he lifted my tray to go, he said, “T’ll bring you dinner later.” 
It was a few days later when the boss showed up with Henry. 


“Write a letter to your family saying that you want them to give us the cost of 
your apartment and the car,” he said. “We'll send it to your friend” 


After my parents said they couldn't pay, I told my kidnappers I had a friend 
with money, Carlos, who might help me. At the time, they didn’t seem to care, 


but I kept negotiating with them and now it was paying off. 


They brought me paper and pen, and I began to write I told my friend I 
needed him to loan me money equal to the cost of my apartment and car. I 
told him he could have the apartment and car or Id sell them and pay him 
back once I was home. 


I asked him to please, please help me. 

As I wrote, I underlined “the apartment” and “the car” many times. 
“Why are you doing that?” the boss asked. He seemed agitated. 
“So Carlos can understand,” I said. 


In my mind, I hoped Carlos would take the letter to my family and they 
would understand to ONLY pay the price of the apartment and the car, 
nothing more. I had discussed the price with my kidnappers, and I didn’t want 
my family to pay more than what we agreed on. 


It was a short letter, containing only what needed to be said. 

“When is it going to be sent?” I asked, handing the letter to the boss. 
“Probably today,” he said. 

“T hope it gets resolved soon,” I said aloud, more to myself than him. 


I spent many more days alone and sad, with the same routine: breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner. 


But Henry started coming to visit more and more. He told me about how he 
got involved in kidnapping and how the organization worked. 


Then we started getting more intimate with our conversations, talking about 
personal things. We got closer and closer. I needed someone to confide in, and 
it seemed he was really starting to care about me. 


One night when he brought dinner, I asked, “Are you going to stay with me? 
Can you keep me company?” 


“Yeah, why not?” he said. He stayed until I finished eating. 
I asked, “Are you going to come later so we can talk some more?” 


“I'm not supposed to, but I’m going to do it,” he told me. 


We continued our conversation that evening I asked him why he wore clothes 
covering his arms and if he had a tattoo or mark on his body that he didn’t 
want me to see. 


“No. We don’t want the kidnapped people to see us,” he said. 


“OK,” I said, dropping it. It was a vague answer, but I didn’t want to ask too 
much and make him suspicious. 


I put my head on his shoulder, and he hugged me again. 
Then I said, “I would like something from you.” 
“What?” he asked. 

“Td like you to give me a kiss,” I said boldly. 


Even though I was in a horrible situation, | felt safe with him. I knew I could 
control him, at least a little bit. I wasn’t even afraid of his gun. Since this was 
what he seemed to want, too, I knew he wouldn't be suspicious or think I was 
trying to trick him. 


“A kiss?” he asked, stunned. 

“Yes, you don’t feel the same?” I asked, using a very seductive voice. 
“Yes, but not in this condition,” he said, shaking his head. 
“Condition? No one is looking at us here,” I said. 

“To give you a kiss, I have to remove my mask.” 


“You can pull it down or pull the mask up just enough so you can kiss,” I 
suggested. 


I was in seduction mode. 


He pulled the mask up and gave me a kiss. It was a quick kiss, not a full kiss. 
More than a peck. I was disappointed. He was more nervous than me. 


I liked the way it felt and said, “Oh, that’s too short.” 

He was sitting with me, but he still had his gun resting between his legs. 
I asked, “Are you afraid?” 

“No” 


“Then why was that kiss so quick?” I asked. “Why don’t you give me another 
one, a little longer?” 


He pulled his mask up a little more and kissed me again. It felt like a very long 
kiss, the longest kiss I ever had. 


I don't know if it was really that long or if it was just the feeling of being 
touched after spending two months in isolation. I hadn't had real human 
contact in so long. It was a very, very big deal. 


I felt aroused and wanted more from him, but he got a little afraid and said, “I 
have to go out.” 


“Go where?” I asked. I didn’t want him to leave yet. Not now that we'd made 
this physical connection. 


“Well, there are other guys out there, and I don’t want them to get suspicious 
of what we are doing,” he reminded me. 


“Can we have a time where we are completely alone and see what happens?” 


“Well, we need to plan that. There are always guards out there, but I can make 
that happen,” Henry assured me. 


“When?” I pressed. 
“Let’s see through the week when we can do it,” he suggested. 


He started coming every day, more and more often. We didn’t always kiss, 
even though I asked him all the time. Sometimes he told me he couldn’. I 
didn’t like that, but I could tell I had him wrapped around my finger. 


Yd say, “Please, please, just a little kiss.” 


And he'd give in. We had mutual attraction and maybe even a kind of love. I 
didn’t know if it was real or not, but at the time it felt real I might have 
convinced myself it was real so that I could make it through the ordeal. 


One day, the man who brought me lunch wasn’t Henry. 


“The other guy is taking a break. He'll be back to bring you dinner,” he said 
eruffly. 


Oh my God, he was going to come that night. I got really excited. 


Henry came by to say, “I think we’re going to be alone tonight.” 


“Alone, alone, alone?” I asked excitedly. 


“Yes, alone. The other guys are going to go out, and I told them not to worry, 
that I'd stay with you,” he said. 


“Are you for sure?” I asked, almost unable to believe it. 

“Yes” 

“Well, you know I need to take a shower and everything, right?” I asked. 
“Yeah, I know. Don’t worry,” Henry said. 


I took a shower that day, so happy that I'd get alone time with him. That 
night, he came and closed the door completely. 


“There’s nobody here?” I asked. 
“No,” he confirmed. 


“Are you for real?” I asked, still unable to believe it. I'd planned this carefully, 
and it was finally happening. 


He started kissing me with his mask on but rolled it up his face. We were 
kissing, kissing, kissing. Then we started touching, caressing, and groping. I 
felt a lot of things I hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever. 


As we became more intimate, I asked, “Will you remove your mask? I can’t see 
you in the darkness, and nobody is here” 


He was a little afraid to do it, but then his emotions got the better of him. The 
feeling in that moment was more powerful than what he was supposed to be 
doing. His excitement was too high. 


I removed his mask and then he was on top of me. He still had his clothes on. 
He never took his clothes off completely I didn’t know why, but I guessed it 
was so he could be ready to leave or could quickly get dressed if anyone came 


back. 
I pulled his pants down a little, and he continued kissing me. 


I touched his face and hair. He had very thin, fine hair. And his face was a 
little square and bony I couldn't see his features in the dark, so I never did find 
out what he really looked like. 


We were intimate and, in that moment, I loved him. I felt safe with him. I 
wanted him. At the time, those emotions felt real. 


It wasn't the last time we were intimate, either. The next time, when I asked 
him to remove his mask, his emotions got the better of him, and he threw it 
off willingly. 


When we were finished, he stayed with me. 
“That was amazing,” he said. 


After that, things started changing for me. I got better food. More showers. 
Everything was on time. I wasn’t waiting to be fed or taken care of. 


It was a trauma response, and I couldn't blame myself for doing anything I 
needed to do to preserve my sanity and survive. 


It was about taking control of the situation. He represented the potential for 
freedom. 


A couple of days after I sent the letter to my friend, the boss came in and said, 
“Did you know your friend isn’t going to pay?” 


“How come? Did you hear from him?” I asked, worried. 


“No, we talked to your father. He went to your friend, and your friend said he 
was scared and not going to help. Your father called and told us,” he said. 


I was devastated all over again. The second person I’d reached out to wasn’t 
going to help either. 


“Tl write to Clara, my best friend. She has a little bit of money and maybe she 
would help out,” I said, giving him another option. 


“OK, just do it, right now!” he ordered. 


I told her everything that happened, asking her to please help. It was another 
short and precise letter. I was starting to wonder if there was anyone on the 
outside who could or would help me It made me feel even more isolated and 
alone I kept reaching out to people I thought I could trust, and they left me to 
suffer every time. 


‘The kidnappers mailed the letter that same day. 


I never heard anything about it I kept asking what was going to happen They 
kept telling me they were still thinking. 


Were they thinking of killing me, selling me, or contacting my family again? 
They wouldnt’ tell me. I was alone in my little room with too many questions 


and no answers. Anxiety and depression ruled my life. 


One day, the boss came in. “Why don’t you contact your family again? Your 
friend sent the letter to your father, and your father contacted us again” 


Later, I found out that the kidnappers called Clara’s mother. It proved they'd 
been watching me for some time and knew who my friends were. They told 
her mom that they sent a letter to Clara and told her where she could find the 
letter, then hung up. 


Clara's mother must have been nervous that kidnappers had her number and 
could probably track them. She called Clara, and together they must have 
called my father and told him about the letter. 


My father went to get it. It was a big risk, but the boss eventually told me that 
my father had decided to open negotiations. 


Meanwhile, I spent Christmas and New Year's in captivity I could hear 
fireworks and cried because I couldn’t share them with my daughter. 


Some people who have experienced trauma are triggered by certain dates and 
events I knew that if I was released, I would feel grateful for my life and 
freedom every Christmas I got to spend with her. 


I told the boss that I was happy negotiations had started. “It’s amazing. That 
probably means I’ll get to go soon, right?” 


I was getting a little ahead of myself, but I couldn't help it. ’'d been a hostage 
for two-and-a-half months. 


“We don't know. We just started talking and don’t know how long he is going 
to take” 


“What kind of things did you ask him?” I asked. 
“We can’t tell you,” the boss said. 


I could tell from his short, gruff answers that he was getting annoyed with my 
questions. 


I felt anxious, in a good way My family was talking to the kidnappers. Maybe 
they changed their minds or they had time to get the money My father was a 
good businessman, so he would close the deal fast. 


I was trying not to overthink the situation or burn myself out with worry I 
wanted more news because I was moving closer and closer to freedom It felt 


like the days were dragging on forever. 


The only thing I wanted the minute I was released was to hold my daughter 
again. 


I got tired of asking when they would let me go, and I released my anxiety, 
worry, and control to God. I asked Him for peace and patience I surrendered 
to the situation. 


That is when miracles can happen. 


One day, I heard the sound of paper foil and packing or unpacking. I’d gotten 
used. to listening for new sounds. I covered my mouth and cupped my ears so 
I could hear better. 


I immediately sensed it was my captors counting money But when would I be 
free? 


I was so anxious, I couldn’ sleep. I just couldn't wait until morning, when 
they brought me breakfast and I could ask when I was going home. 


I tossed and turned, walked around, sat up and then laid down. My legs were 
restless. It was the longest night I’d ever experienced. 


Henry brought breakfast, and I jumped up out of bed. I knew I could ask him 
anything because he'd be nice. By that point, we'd been intimate several times. 


“You guys got the money,” I said. 
“How did you know?” he asked. 


“T heard you counting it last night. Don’t lie to me at this point. We've shared 
a lot. Don’t lie to me.” 


He said, “Yeah, we got the money” 
I hugged him. 


“Please, calm down. No one can know that you know this. Don’t worry, you'll 
get out soon,” he promised. 


“How soon?” 


“We need. to prepare the area before we release you so there are no cops, no 
GAULA, and the place is clean,” he said. “We don’t want them to follow us” 


“How long will that take?” I asked, still excited and anxious. 


“Two days to a week.” 


I was disheartened. “How come? You got the money Open the door for me, 
and I'll go.” 


“Tt isn't like that,” he said. “You just need to wait.” 


Everything seemed to be in slow motion. My mind invented all kinds of stuff. 
I was brushing my hair with my fingers, asking to stay a little longer in the 
shower, and doing exercises in my room. I did anything I could do to pass the 
time more quickly. 


The days were longer than ever. 
Three days later, Henry brought me breakfast and whispered, “Guess what?” 
“What?” I asked before touching my food. 


“You're going to get released today But be quiet, there are a lot of people 
outside,” he said. 


I nearly burst out of my body; I was so excited! This was the moment I was 
waiting for It was a moment I didn’t know would ever come! I could barely 
contain myself, despite still being locked in a room with my kidnapper. 


“When do I go?” I asked excitedly. 
“Later at night,” he said. 


“At night?” That seemed like an eternity from now. “Where will you leave 
2? 
me? 


“Downtown.” 


“No, no, no, please don’t leave me downtown.” I grabbed his arm delicately. 
“Please, for everything that happened between us and the love you have for 
me, please leave me in a place where I will be safe” 


The downtown area where I lived was famous for being dangerous at night. 
Women alone could get mugged, raped, kidnapped, beaten, or murdered. The 
area was dark and quiet because it was all stores and businesses No one lived 
there, so there was no one to call for help No one wanted to go there alone at 
night, especially not women. 


“Don’t worry, I’m going to help you with this.” 


I couldn't wait to get out of there, but that last day was so long! I knocked on 


the door, asking the time. It was 10 a.m. When they gave me lunch, it was 
only noon. 


Later, I knocked again, asking the time. The men outside my door kept telling 
me, “No, not yet.” 


“If you knock one more time, we arent going to release you today Behave,” 
one man said. 


I decided to be quiet and pray that I would be safe. 


At 10 p.m. , Henry came in, all dressed up. The men had to try to look 
different so they wouldn't be suspicious. 


“Are you ready?” he asked. 
“I’m super ready to go.” I couldn't wait to hold my daughter. 


There were more people outside the room. I asked him to close the door, and 
he did. I hugged him. He hugged me back, the strongest hug I’ve ever had in 
my life. 


“OK, it’s time to go. But you have to behave,” he said. “I’m not going to cover 
your eyes because I trust you. Keep your eyes closed.” 


“You think at this point, I'll do something to risk my freedom?” | asked. 


‘They put me in the car but not the trunk I sat in the back seat with two other 
people. I think it was a taxi because it would look less suspicious having one 
driver with everyone else in the back seat. 


Henry put his arm around me to keep me from moving. 


“I am so glad to have met you I’m happy that youre getting released, and I’m 
sad I'll never see you again I wish I didn’t meet you in this situation,” Henry 
whispered to me. “I have your beeper number In seven days, I will message 
you to let you know that I still remember you” 


“OK” But I really didn’t want him to message me. 


Before taking me from the room, he gave me some cash—for a payphone and 
for a taxi if the payphone didn’t work Henry said he didn’t want anything to 
happen to me ever again. 


Sometimes, criminal groups in Colombia know about individuals who have 
been kidnapped. When one is released, it means a ransom was paid, so a new 


group moves in to rekidnap the former hostage all over again. 


“Please get out of the car and walk as fast as you can to a payphone or taxi, 
whatever you see first,” Henry said. “Call your family and go home. Don’t 
even say to the taxi driver that you've been released” 


“Can you please tell me where I am, so I don’t get disoriented?” I asked. 
“It is where you asked me to be released,” he assured me. 


He opened the door, and I got out. There was a brick wall, and I stood against 
it. 
“Don’t turn around for ten minutes,” he said. 


I don't know how long I stood facing the wall I was disoriented by my 
freedom. It could have been 10 seconds or 10 years for all I knew. 


I walked right to a payphone, but I couldn't remember the number to my 
house or how to dial I got anxious about what Henry said about being re- 
kidnapped, so I got a taxi. 


“Take me to my home,” I blurted out. 
“What? Where is home?” he asked. I hadn’t even given him the address. 


“Im not feeling well. Can you drive, and I'll direct you?” I asked, still too 
dazed to think clearly. 


When the taxi pulled in front of my parents’ condo, I saw dozens of men, 
private security, waiting for me. My dad took me out of the taxi and right 
away into the apartment. He stared at me in shock. I didn’t know why at first, 
but he seemed confused by the way I looked. All the money the kidnappers 
gave me, I gave to the taxi driver I don’t know how much the fare was, but I 
gave it all to him. 


The police pulled him from the cab. 
“No, no, no! He’s just a taxi driver,” I said. 


They must have thought he was one of the kidnappers. In a kidnap situation, 
every person is a suspect until they can find the true ones. 


My two brothers weren't there with the rest of my family They were still in 
Canada, where my father had sent them. 


My daughter was the first to say anything. “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy, 


youre not going to go anywhere, are you?” 


I hugged her really tightly With her in my arms, I felt happy and peaceful I 
couldn't let her go, and she clung to me just as tightly. 


Finally, I was home! 


Chapter 6 


DAD DOESN’T BELIEVE ME 


\ \ hen I saw my daughter, all I could do was hug her. I was so happy to 


see her again. I cried and cried, unable to believe that I was really home. 


There were 40 or 50 other people in my parents’ house with a mariachi band 
and tons of food for celebration. There were flowers everywhere, maybe 70 
different bouquets. 


It was a wish come true that I was there. For months, I’d been wondering if I'd 
ever see my daughter again. Finally, I had my freedom, and I was able to hold 
her in my arms It was the only thing I wanted in that moment. 


For the three months that I was kidnapped, my daughter had been my anchor. 
She was the one that kept me going and gave me the determination to survive 
and get out. If she didn’t exist when I heard my father refuse to pay the 


ransom, I would have given up. It was my daughter who kept me going. 


I hugged my father and my mother and everyone else I still felt resentment 
toward my parents about what they had said on the phone. 


Yd carried that resentment through a huge chunk of the kidnapping I wasn’t as 
excited to see them as I was to see my daughter or as happy to be free because 
of that feeling. 


‘They sat me down and tried to get me to eat. 
I didn’t want to eat. I really just wanted things to be quiet. 


It was very loud with the mariachi music and lots of chatter from the guests. 
Mariachis are common at celebrations in Colombia and to my family, this was 
a big celebration. My father even dedicated a song to me—Es Mi Nina Bonita, 
which means My Beautiful Girl. 


I cried a lot and felt very emotional. I also noticed everyone staring at me It 
made me uncomfortable because it seemed like they couldn't believe ’'d come 


back, and I looked as healthy as I did before. 


How had I managed to look so good after spending three months in the dark 
without sun or fresh air? My skin was a little paler, but I'd eaten the food 
because I knew it would keep me alive. 


I had tried to do some exercise in the little room, but I couldn't get the cardio 
going. I’m a petite woman, and I gained about five pounds while in captivity. 
For my size, that was a noticeable amount of weight, and my cheeks were 
round and puffy. People said I looked like an angel. 


My father said in front of everyone, “Well, you don’t look like you were 
kidnapped.” 


I received that message in a very different way It sounded like my father was 
accusing me of orchestrating my own kidnapping to get money from my 
family I knew that this sometimes happened. 


Upset, I went to my mother, who was in another room. 


“What the fuck is wrong with Father?” I asked her. “I just got back, and he’s 
saying I don’t look like I've been kidnapped Why do you think I would kidnap 
myself?” 


“Oh, you're going to start again,” she said dismissively. 


“No, I just got back from being kidnapped. I thought all you and he would do 
is hug me and give me kisses and tell me you missed me,” I said. 


I remembered telling the kidnappers I hoped my family would appreciate me 
more because I never felt like they'd loved me enough and always took me for 
granted. Everyone was partying and drinking, but I was upset, so I went to my 
room and slept. But before I closed my eyes, I made a decision: I’m going to 
move to the United States. 


That first night of freedom, I cried myself to sleep, just like I did the night I'd 
been kidnapped. At least this time, my daughter slept in bed with me. 


I was overwhelmed with a lot of emotions: happiness, sadness, anxiety, and 
excitement. I was also afraid and felt guilty because of the emotional 
connection I had to Henry, one of my kidnappers. I worried about what 
would happen if my family found out. 


I couldn’ tell them what had happened and how well I had been treated, 
because they'd take it the wrong way They'd act like I hadn’t been kidnapped 
—that I'd been part of a scam and helped arrange my own kidnapping. 


The worst part was, I felt like I'd done something wrong having had an 
emotional connection to Henry I wound up hiding that secret for 17 years. I 
even told Henry that our connection was something I'd never talk about, and 
it would die with me I felt ashamed. 


For several years, I didn’t understand this feeling or what it meant or why I felt 
it. At the time, I didn’t know about Stockholm Syndrome, and I couldn’t 
make sense of my feelings and thoughts. 


Looking back, I wish I had counseling immediately after my release. My 
family weren't well educated in trauma and how it might affect me, so they 
never brought me to a therapist. I suffered, holding onto what happened with 
Henry while I was in captivity and trying to sort through it on my own. 


My family avoided the topic of my kidnapping. They probably felt a lot of the 
same things I felt, like guilt and fear. They probably didn’t know about 
Stockholm Syndrome, either. 


As much as I wanted to, I learned quickly that I couldn't just snap back into 
my old life and pick up where I left off. 


The morning after the celebration, | woke up and a man who worked in our 
house brought breakfast to my bedroom. 


“How was it? How are you feeling? Are you OK?” he asked me. 


I started crying. He was the first person to ask me if I was OK. He knew how 
bad things were for me living with my parents before I was kidnapped He 
knew all the secrets in the family because he saw everything. 


He talked to me and hugged me and that made me happy. 


After breakfast, I had my first warm shower in three months I spent almost an 
hour in the shower thinking about my freedom and the possibility of moving 
to the US. 


I didn’t have any clothes at my parent’s house because I had my own 
apartment Over lunch with my parents and some of their friends, I told them 
I'd like to go back to my apartment to collect my things. 


“Apartment, what apartment?” my dad asked. 
“The apartment you gave me. The one I had before I was kidnapped,” I said. 


Sarcastically, my dad responded, “How do you think I paid for your 
kidnapping?” 


“So, youre telling me that I paid for my kidnapping?” I asked, a little shocked. 
“No, I gave you that apartment. I paid,” he said. 


I learned that they packed all my stuff up into boxes and put them into 
storage. I asked my father to take everything out of storage, and he said 
something sarcastic again I snapped and left the table. 


I didn’t want to leave my room. My bedroom was at least three times the size 
of the room in which Id been held captive, and there was a giant picture 
window next to the bed. 


I opened the window, breathing in the fresh air. Everything looked more 
vibrant. They'd released me at night, so I hadn’t seen much on the drive home. 
The only thing I remembered was getting a taxi Now the world looked 
brighter and more beautiful. 


I was mesmerized. 


I learned from being kidnapped that every little detail is important, and I’ve 
since spent hours observing the nature around me The way I saw the world 


had changed for the better. 


I mostly stayed in my room for the next few days and had meals brought to 
me Even though I was free, I didn’t feel like much had changed, except for the 
daily visits from the GAULA agents. 


One particular agent came by every day and asked me the same questions. 
He asked, “Did you know where you were?” 

“No.” 

“Did you see any faces?” 

“No” 

“Can you describe heights and weights?” 


I described the heights and weights of my kidnappers and what I thought their 


ages were. 
“Did you see their faces?” 

“No” 

“Who did you talk to regularly?” 

“One or two, sometimes three of them” 

“Did you hear any noises outside—traffic, nature, voices, etc. ?” 


“I dont know. I heard two women talking on the second floor, but I don’t 
know if they were part of the group.” 


“Here are pictures. Do you recognize any of them?” 
“No. How would I if I didn’t see their faces?” 

“How did they talk?” 

“Normally.” 

“Did they have high education or low education?” 

“In the middle. They had different levels of education.” 


He stayed for an hour or hour-and-a-half every day for three months. He 
talked to me slowly, not pushing. He watched for all my reactions, observing 
how I spoke and how I acted. 


After seeing the same pictures over and over again, I became frustrated and 


threw the pictures back at him. 


“If youd done your job in the first place, I wouldn’t have been kidnapped!” I 
shouted. “What does it matter now? I’m back!” 


Despite my frustration, I began to feel fond of him He was the only one 
checking on me regularly I felt reliant on him for the emotional support I 
wasnt getting from my family. 


It was through him that I discovered the response my parents gave during the 
radio call was directed by the GAULA, which specialized in hostage situations. 
GAULA specialized in solving hostage-taking situations. Founded in 1996, 
they were an elite unit dedicated to fighting kidnapping and extortion, 
meaning they were exactly the people I wanted working on my case. 


For them, telling my parents to respond that way was a valid strategy that 
often works because the kidnapper doesn’t know what to do. It helped them 
buy time and distract the kidnappers while they got the money I didn’t know 
that at the time. Instead, I felt a complete lack of love. 


My daughter, who was only a couple of years old, was very attached to me. 
She never wanted to leave me or go anywhere without me. She was clearly 
afraid of losing me again. 


On the other hand, my parents were more disconnected and didn’t seem to be 
affected by my trauma. I never talked to them about it, and they never asked 
me how I was, how I felt or anything about what I was going through. 


It wasn’t that they didn’t love me or that they didn’t understand the situation. 
They just didn’t know how to talk to me or look after my mental health. 


Only my aunt in Canada spoke up, telling my mother, “She needs to get 
help.” 


My mother said, “Yeah, yeah.” But she didn’t know what kind of “help” to get 
me. 


“I want you to send her to Canada. She’s going to get political asylum, help 
from the government, and therapy,” my aunt said. 


My parents asked me if I wanted to go, and I said no I lived in Canada the 
first seven years of my life but didn’t remember anything about it. I wanted to 
go to the United States. 


I started listening to salsa music in my room, especially a love song that Henry 


told me would always remind him of me. My kidnappers played a lot of salsa, 
probably to keep me from hearing outside noises. 


The GAULA agent wanted me to keep my beeper with me as a way to trace 
any messages. Before releasing me, Henry said he had my beeper number and 
would see me again. I didn’t want to see him again, but I still tried to hold 
onto our connection. 


I didn’t tell the agent that one of the kidnappers said he'd contact me, but he 
might have suspected that I had Stockholm Syndrome and would try to 
contact them. 


He might also have had other cases where kidnappers reached out to their 
victims after their release. I kept the beeper with me, feeling anxious whenever 
I got a new message. 


Henry said he would send me a text a week after I was released, so I would 
know he was thinking of me and that he wanted to see me again. 


I counted the days I felt nervous and didn’t know what would happen if my 
family found out. 


Exactly one week later, the beeper rang with an unknown number, and I knew 
it was Henry My heart raced when I saw it, but I realized I didn’t love him. 
My emotional connection to him wasn’t real. 


I used him to help me escape. I didn’t want to see him ever again, and I 
wanted to leave the country altogether. 


‘That was easier said than done. My parents kept a very close eye on me. I was 
never allowed to leave their home. 


For the first seven days after I was released, I didn’t leave my bedroom, except 
to shower and eat. They wouldn't even let me bring my own daughter to 
school. 


The college in which I had been enrolled before I was kidnapped had a peace 
march to celebrate my release It was another celebration for me, but I couldn't 
go to that either. 


Slowly, I felt like I was starting to wake up. The college director called my 
parents and told them he wanted to talk to me Finally, two weeks after my 
release, my father told me I had to go to school and get back into my old life. 


I was excited because it was finally a chance for me to get out of the house and 


do something outside the routine I'd been stuck in—again. I was also a little 
afraid because I would be following the same route as the day I was 


kidnapped. 


I needn't have worried. My father sent me with three bodyguards, but it was 
difficult for me to pass the familiar streets. 


‘The director hugged me and was very happy to see me. 


“You almost finished your third semester. We want you to skip your classes 
and take a test. If you pass, you'll move onto the next semester,” he said. 


Part of me was happy and grateful that the college director wanted me back, 
but I couldnt just fall back into my old life like nothing happened. I thanked 
him but declined the offer. It was surreal—and suffocating—being back in the 
place where I’d been kidnapped. 


The school felt different, too. It no longer felt safe or like a place where I could 
learn or wanted to be. 


I never truly wanted to study a career in business administration. My father 
made me to do it. If I had refused, he would not have financially supported 
me anymore, and at the time, I had a child and no money. 


I spent most of my time with my daughter. I was happy to be with her again, 
but I was also very, very sad and confused I cried and even missed Henry a 
little. 


The hardest part was that I'd gained my freedom, but I still didn’t feel free I 
wasnt allowed to go out by myself, see friends, or ever have any privacy. Even 
when I was alone in my room, people were always standing nearby, coming 
into my room to check on me, and hovering around, watching me. 


My parents essentially turned my home into another prison I knew it was 
because they were afraid for me and didn’t want me to get taken again, but it 
was like my own family had kidnapped me! 


Three months after being released, I was going crazy in my parents’ house I 
asked my father if I could see a friend. 


This was a new friend of mine, whom I hadn’t spent a lot of time with yet. It 
was such a relief to see her, and I was glad my dad agreed. Of course, he sent 
people to keep an eye on me. 


The bodyguards waited outside my friend’s apartment building while I went 


inside. I knew theyd still be there when I came back out. 


From the second floor, where my friend lived, I heard a very noisy car with 
loud music. I wondered who it was, so I looked over the balcony and saw an 
attractive man. 


He’s going to be my husband, I thought. He looked up and saw me, too. He 
lived across the hall from my friend, and he came up to say hello to her He 
stared at me for a while. 


There was an instant soul connection. I'd seen Henry as a way to help me out 
of the kidnapping situation. I saw this man, whose name was Edy, as a way to 
escape my father. 


“T want to take you out,” Edy said. 
“IT can't. My parents won't let me go anywhere,” I explained. 
“T don’t care. I like you. I want to take you out,” he insisted. 


I really liked his confidence and forwardness. He was willing to take control 
and get what he wanted. 


Because of my father’s strict rules, I couldn't see Edy a lot, but he still pursued 
me. After three months of barely seeing each other, he finally gave me the way 
out I had hoped for. 


“T can’t stand it anymore. I want to marry you because it is the only way I can 
see you. I’m in love with you,” he said. 


“You'll have to call my father and ask for my hand,” I said. 


Even though I saw him as my escape, I never played with his emotions. I 
thought I really loved him. 


Edy asked my father’s permission to marry me. Afterward, my father came to 
talk to me and told me what happened. 


“Do you want to marry him?” he asked. 
“Yes, I do!” 


“I like that he came to me and talked to me first. He’s a nice guy, and I 
approve of him.” 


We got married a week later. I picked out a blue wedding dress for myself, and 
we said our vows before his family and my father. My mother couldn't make it 


because she was traveling, and I didn’t want to wait for her. 


As a wife, I was loyal and loved him because I relied on him for my freedom. I 
started feeling more secure right away Because of the business he was in, he 
had private security that I knew would keep me safe as his wife. 


I was like a chameleon, turning into what I needed to survive whatever 
situation I was in It was easy for me to get attached to anyone | met after the 
kidnapping I instantly felt like I needed them. 


Even though my father approved of my husband, he continued to try and 
control me. My parents also tried to use my daughter as a way to control me. 


My husband noticed and asked me what we were going to do about it. 
Nine months after we married, I told him I wanted to move to the US. 
“Are you staying or are you coming?” I asked. 


I had to get away from my parents, and with my kidnappers still at large in 
Colombia, I didn’t feel safe. 


“I'm going with you,” he said. 


“You can find a place and work for a month, and then I'll come join you and 
work,” I said. 


“You've never had a job before.” 


“That's OK,” I said. “We're going to do what we have to in order to make this 
work” 


Chapter 7 


LIVING IN THE U.S.A. 


\ \ hile we were getting ready to move to the US, my mother got sick. She 
was in the hospital, and I didn’t want to leave until she got better. My life felt 
like it was on hold. 


But she wasn’t getting any better, and when I visited her in the hospital, she 
told me to go ahead and move. 


“Do this for yourself,” she said. “Go and be happy” 


I didn’t need her permission, but getting her blessing made a huge difference I 
left the hospital feeling a lot lighter and happier My life could finally start. 


My husband left first for New York City He got us a garage apartment and got 
a job at a car wash. A month later, it was time for me to join him. 


My father was very calm when I told him I was leaving the country. 


His expression didn’t change at all as he said, “You can’t come to me for help 
like you did when you were kidnapped. I won't support you.” 


I understood that he was actually very upset. He knew that once I left the 
country with my daughter, we'd be beyond his reach. 


I felt like I was being disowned. My father couldn't keep me at home and 
control me, so he was punishing me in whatever way they could for following 
my own path. 


The day I left, I discovered who really cared about me. No one in my family 
came to the airport. My father’s worker, who brought the money for my 
rescue, gave me a ride and was the only one there I also found out he was the 
person who made the ransom drop. By GAULA organization rules, the family 
cant do that. 


He walked into the airport with me and put his arm around me. 


“Im glad youre doing this,” he said. “You're doing the right thing for 
yourself” 


I had one suitcase and $500 in my pocket. When I packed up, I left all my 
nice clothes and other things behind I wondered if displaying my wealth was 
one of the reasons I was targeted by the kidnappers. 


I took a taxi from the airport to the garage apartment, and the taxi driver and 
I got to talking. I told him a little about my situation, and he offered to help 
me find a job since I didn’t have all my papers yet. 


I appreciated the offer, but I didn’t expect him to follow up with me. 


I was so excited to be in the US! Even though I didn’t have a job or support 
from my family, I felt like this was right and that everything would work out. 
When youre living in alignment, good things come to you. 


At first, my husband was nervous for me to see our new home, a $500-a- 
month apartment in Queens on Liberty Street. What a street name to start 
with—Liberty! The teeny, tiny efficiency was nothing like the large and 
extravagant accommodation in which I'd grown up. 


I left a life of wealth for one that was much more modest, and Edy was 
worried that I wouldn't be happy because the change was too drastic. 


I told him I could overcome anything because I didn’t want to feel kidnapped 
by my own family Freedom was what I wanted. I absolutely loved the little 
garage apartment I didn’t need fancy clothes or a nice car I wanted to live my 
own life. 


The best part was we'd gotten it all on our own without my father’s help. This 
wasnt something that he could hold over my head someday. 


I was surprised when the taxi driver showed up the next day to make good on 
his offer to help find me a job. It just reaffirmed for me that I was on the right 
path. I'd been in the US for less than 24 hours, and all the pieces were already 
falling into place. 


I was excited to work because I'd never had a job before. I really wanted to 
help support my lifestyle and my family and make my own way. 


The taxi driver brought me to a hardware store, where I spoke to the owner 
and was hired on the spot. Unfortunately, it was only a part-time job, and I 


wanted to work more than that. 


We didn’t have a car yet, so I walked to and from my new job. On the walk 
home, I decided I was going to get a second part-time job for the afternoons 
and manifested that. Door by door, I knocked on every single business all the 
way down the street. 


“Are you hiring?” I asked over and over again until my head was spinning. 


It was a very cold day, and I was exhausted and my feet hurt. No one had any 
part-time work for me, until I got to the very last door on the street. 


I'd heard “no” so many times while I was kidnapped that I didn’t care if I 
heard it again What did I have to lose by going through that last door and 
asking for a job? It was a carpet store, and they had a part-time job with 
afternoon hours, just like I wanted! 


Again, I felt all the affirmation I needed that I was moving in the right 
direction. 


As much as I loved my new life, I didn’t like New York. I didn’t like the cold, 
and I didn’t like having to walk everywhere I really missed my daughter, too, 
but I knew she couldn't move into the little efficiency apartment with us. 


I decided that I wanted to move to Florida. We got a real-estate agent and 
started looking for apartments in Orlando. Our new apartment was only $550 
a month and twice the size of our place in New York. 


By then, we had managed to save $3,000 for the move. My husband assumed 
that we were going to fly to Orlando. 


I said, “No. We need to be smart with the money because we are starting again 
in a new place.” 


“How will we get there?” he asked. 
“By train, Dear, in twenty-four hours,” I said. 


Within a few days of moving, I got a job at a carpet store with my experience 
from New York. A gas station right across the street was owned by the same 
woman, and she gave me a job there, too. 


The neighborhood we lived in, and where I worked, wasn't the best 
neighborhood. One night while I was working at the gas station, a group of 
men came in just to get a pack of gum. They didn’t say anything to me, but I 


felt threatened Maybe I was a little paranoid, but that same day, I resigned. 


Thinking back, I think being kidnapped made me mote sensitive to people 
around me Before that, a few guys buying a pack of gum wouldn't have rattled 
me so much. 


But the very next day, the owner called me to say that the gas station had been 
robbed and her brother locked in the bathroom. I was glad I listened to my 
intuition. 


While I was kidnapped, my daughter was my anchor. When I came to the US, 
I couldn't bring her with me right away I needed to get settled in. 


Now that we were in Orlando, it was time to get her. I had a modest room 
with dolls and stuffed animals. Everything was used, but I decorated the room 
just for her. 


When I told my mom I wanted my daughter to join me in the US, my mom 
said, “No. I don’t want her living there. The way you live, I don’t want her 
living like that.” 


One of the reasons we came to the US was to get away from my family using 
my daughter to control me They were still trying to do it. 


Furious, I said, “She’s my daughter. She has to live with me, no matter where I 


am” 

After a lot of arguing with my mother, I convinced her to bring my daughter 
to me in Florida. We had been there eight months. At first, I was worried 
about what she would think about the room I decorated for her It was smaller 
and much different than her fancy room in Colombia. 


When she saw her new room, she lit right up and said, “Oh, Mommy, I love 
this room. I love it so much.” 


It made me so happy to have her back and to know she loved what I could 
offer her. She was six years old at the time. 


I also enrolled my daughter in school. Since I had to work so many hours, she 
was in after-school care a lot. It was really rough, and I wasn’t as present in her 
life as I wanted to be. 


Meanwhile, I was still waiting for my work visa and asylum papers when I 
heard about a job at a blueberry company I had no idea when the papers 
would come, only that I needed them to be hired. 


I went for an interview anyway, and they wanted to hire me but couldn’. 


“When you get your papers, this job will be waiting for you if we still have an 
opening,” the interviewer said. 


I left feeling hopeful and when I arrived home, my papers were in the mailbox 
I turned right around the next day, went to the blueberry company, and 
showed them my papers I was hired immediately. 


I did so well in the first 48 hours that my manager, Jack, offered me a 
promotion with a raise from $5.25 an hour to $7.50. 


Since everything was working out, I felt like I didn’t have to worry about my 
past. It seemed like Id left the kidnapping behind in Colombia, and it 
couldn't touch me anymore. 


I was so happy to get that raise so quickly and knew at that moment I was 
going for more. I saw the person in charge of quality control—his name was 
Jay—and what he was doing looked very easy, so I asked him if he could teach 
me. He replied, “No I cant, you need to talk to my boss and see if he can 
teach you!” I said OK! 


The next day I saw Jay’s boss and asked him if he could teach me quality 
control and he said, “Well, you need to study to be a professional on doing 
quality control” 


I said, “Where can Igo to be a professional on quality control?” 


He said, “You need to go to Winter Heaven in Orlando, it’s like forty-five 
minutes away, and go to the US Department of Agriculture (USDA) and 
apply for quality control inspector.” 


‘The next day I had my day off I went to pick up the application and when I 
got there, an old lady that was in the receptionist told me, “Oh, my dear! You 
are so lucky Today, the regional manager who hires people for USDA is here. 
Do you want to come in today and do the interview?” 


“What!? I’m in jeans and not dressed up for an interview,” I said, panicking. 
“Dont worry,” she assured me. “You'll be fine!” 


After a two-hour interview, the regional manager told me I would be hired 
when they had openings Then he put my application on top of the stack on 
his desk. 


Soon after, someone from the USDA called to tell me they had a quality 
inspector position available for me. It came with a sizable raise, and I could 
start in October. 


I was so excited! 


At this time, I was making more money than my husband, Edy. I could 
support myself completely When I thought of my ideal relationship, it was 
with a man who made more money than me and was a family provider. 


I still hadn’t recovered from my trauma. I felt like I needed someone to take 
care of me and provide for me in order to be safe. When Edy could no longer 
do that, I didn’t feel safe, and my survival mode kicked in I had to get away 
from him and find someone else. 


When I told Edy I wanted a divorce, he was very upset. He kept telling me he 
loved me and tried to get me to stay with him. He wasn’t mad or mean, just 
very sad and loving. 


My mind was made up, however, and I was done. I told him that he had seven 
days to leave Every single day, he told me he loved me, but I wouldn’t listen 
Even my mom tried to change my mind about leaving him when she was here 
for vacation. 


Shortly after my divorce was finalized, I began a romantic relationship with 
Jay When my mom found out about Jay, she got angry! 


She called me a lot of names and even tried to slap me. I grabbed her hand 
and told her never to do that again I made her leave my home, too She called 
Edy and he came to pick her up I thought it was incredibly disrespectful for 
her to continue manipulating my life. 


Around the same time, I decided I wanted to leave Orlando and move to 
Miami. Jay and I agreed to go together, and he offered me a position there. I'd 
also be getting a very sizable pay increase. 


We lived together, but we didn’t get married. I was still jumping from man to 
man. Because of the trauma I'd gone through, I saw men as a pillar of stability 
and support. They were a means to freedom and safety, whether or not they 
actually provided that. 


Chapter 8 


THE SPARK 


\ \ hen I worked in the produce industry with Jay, I was exposed to a lot 
of chemicals, so I made the decision not to have any more children. I didn’t 
want to risk it. But sometimes, what we want isn’t what happens, and I ended 
up getting pregnant. 


Due to my limited health insurance, I didn’t go for a prenatal appointment or 
my first ultrasound until I was five months pregnant. The ultrasound revealed 
that my daughter, Maria Antonia, had arm and leg deformities and water in 
her brain. 


“What does that mean?” I asked the doctors. 


The doctor explained that the limb deformities could be fixed surgically, but 
they said she'd have permanent brain damage They recommended that I 
terminate the pregnancy. 


As horrifying as that sounded, I knew it was the right thing to do. It was a 
reminder of why I had made the decision not to have more children. 


‘They gave me 72 hours to decide. Those 72 hours were terrible. I couldn't 
sleep. I felt guilt and shame about the decision I needed to make. I wanted to 
scream to the entire world, why me—again!? 


I remember going to the hospital feeling very sad I undressed and put on a 
hospital gown. After I laid down, the doctor explained to me what he was 
going to do. He also asked me to not look at the monitor during the 
procedure. But I did. 


The doctor injected her directly in the heart with potassium chloride I 
watched on the ultrasound screen As awful as it was, I wanted to see the 
process I was putting her through this At first, her little heart beat so fast and 


frantically I felt nauseous and guilty It is something that I will never forget. 


Then her heart began slowing That was the most pain I ever felt, though I did 
the best I could for both of us I was induced next, but I couldn’t push her out. 
I pushed and pushed for 24 hours, but she wouldn’t come. There was nothing 
else the doctors could do. 


They sent me home and said the tissue will come out on its own For seven 
days, I carried her around. There was no movement, no life. I saw myself in 
the mirror and I felt like I was 100 years old. I didn’t recognize myself. After a 
week, I couldn't take it anymore and went to the doctor again. 


In the lobby, I made a huge scene, screaming at the nurses and doctors about 
what was happening inside of me. I was emotionally overwhelmed and 
distraught. 


Finally, they admitted me and used a machine to pull the fetus out in small 
pieces. They were poking me and prodding me at a time when I didn’t want to 
be touched at all. It was very violating and traumatic. I felt like dying with her. 
My heart was breaking into pieces. 


I felt humiliation, abandonment, rejection, injustice, and betrayal—my 
childhood wounds all in one moment. I asked God, “Why do I need to 
experience this? Why do I have to go through these situations over and over 
when they are so traumatic for my soul? What exactly did I do in my past life 
for me to have all these experiences?!” 


I left the hospital like a zombie. I didn’t feel anything, and I told my mother 
that I didn’t know who I was anymore. 


After losing my baby, I went into a very deep, dark depression. I isolated 
myself from everyone, including Jay and my daughter. I never wanted to get 
up or get out of bed. I didn’t want to leave my house or even my room. 


I wasn’t showering or taking care of myself My state of mind and the mental 
and physical prison I'd created for myself were very similar to what I had 
experienced while I was kidnapped and when I was stuck at my parents’ home. 


Jay noticed my depression, but I don’t think he knew how to help, not at first. 


One day, he asked, “Do you want to come to Michigan with me? I have to go 
for work. Maybe changing your scenery will feel better.” 


When we got to Michigan, it was the same thing. I still slept a lot. I sat on the 
couch all day I didn’t want to do anything, and I cried all the time I was a shell 


of my former self. 


My daughter was eight years old by that time and could take care of herself I 
wasnt paying much attention to her or interacting with her a lot. I was stuck 
in my own head and my own emotions. Depression can make it really hard to 
interact with other people, even those you love the most. 


Every day, Jay would say, “Let’s go for a walk. Let’s do something.” 
And I would say, “I don’t want to do anything.” 


One day, he came to me and said, “There are three bicycles outside Do you 
want to go ona bicycle ride?” 


Jay, my daughter, and I all got on the bicycles and went for a long ride 
through the neighborhood and park. For several hours, while I was out in the 
sun, getting exercise and with the people I loved, I felt better. 


But as soon as we returned home, that happiness faded, and I was back in my 
depressive state. 


Around this time, I began to discover art and painting When I was in college, 
I always doodled in the edge of my notes I didn’t know why I was so drawn to 
art, but it fascinated me and brought my schoolwork to life. 


During my depression, I stumbled across a YouTube video of an artist using 
paint markers. I bought the same markers and special paper. It wasn’t that 
expensive, which I liked, and I began painting to see what came out. Art 
became a therapeutic, expressive tool for me to help make sense of my 
thoughts and emotions. 


It was around this time, however, that Jay started getting frustrated. He was 
also concerned about me. I wasn’ really getting any better. 


“How long are you going to be sitting down, crying, and dealing with your 
depression? You don’t think you have to start working and doing something? 
This is too much for me,” he said. 


I took it all wrong. I felt humiliated for his calling me out like that. I felt like 
he didn’t understand me or empathize with me. He was just telling me to get 
over it and move on so life would be easier for him. 


At least, that’s how I saw it I immediately started screaming at him. 


Now, I see it differently, of course. Since I’ve gone through the healing process, 


I understand he was giving me the push I needed It wasn’t what I wanted but 
it was something. 


In that moment, however, my ego lashed out at him. 


“You know what? Youre fucking right I’m going to show you how I can move 
on,” I yelled. 


Sometimes, it’s hard to see that the people closest to you are giving you what 
you need. I was still living in survival mode—fight or flight—so I immediately 
started fighting when I heard something I didn’t like. It triggered my past 
wounds from the traumas of my childhood and kidnapping. Fierce reactions 
to abandonment, rejection, humiliation, and injustice flooded out of me. 


We returned to Miami, and my mission was to find a job and start living life 
again. I also decided that Jay was not the man for me. I still saw what he said 
to me as disrespectful I didn’t want a man who disrespected and humiliated 
me. 


Our relationship hadn't been great before the trauma of losing our baby I'd 
been thinking of leaving him before I got pregnant, but I stayed because of the 
baby. 


It was more and more clear that we didn’t understand each other, and he 
wasnt the one for me I was still living with this fantasy that my “perfect” 
romance would be with a handsome man who made more money than me 
and understood me completely In that idealized romance, we would never 
fight or argue. 


It was truly a fantasy that I'd built for myself as a result of my Stockholm 
Syndrome I saw that “perfect man” and “perfect relationship” as what I needed 
for support and stability When someone fell short, I’d leave and fall right into 
the next relationship. 


Even though I didn’t appreciate what he said at the time, I can look back on it 
and thank him for pushing me out of my depression. 


I became a single mother, but I made it work. Sometimes, I had to pick my 
daughter up from school and bring her to work with me. There were times I 
set her up in the office to do her homework because I was working late. As a 
quality control inspector, I knew the containers could come at any time, and I 


had to be there. 


At times, she even had to sleep in the office because she was too young to stay 


home alone while I worked. 


Sometimes, she had homework that I didn’t understand. I told her all the 
time, just do what you can. I don’t need you to be perfect. I just want you to 
pass your classes. She struggled because of an undiagnosed memory problem, 
but she pushed through and got a good education. 


Part of what I realized after leaving Jay and struggling as a single mom was 
that I wasn’t living my purpose or my dream in my current career I started 
looking at what I wanted to do with the rest of my life. My entrepreneurial 
spirit was emerging, and I knew I didn’t want to sit at a desk all day, working 
as a secretary or produce inspector. I wanted to create an import and wholesale 
produce business. 


Chapter 9 


CONSTANT MOTION 


Vics though my career was taking off, I still faced some hardships. 


Initially, I was in the US on visas and temporary papers. It took a long time 
for me to get my citizenship status, and at times, it seemed like the entire 
universe was against me. 


I was continually worried that I would be deported back to the country where 
I was kidnapped. 


Over the course of 11 years, I received three orders of deportation. I also 
applied for political asylum. 


When I told my story to a judge in Miami, I explained the kidnapping and 
why I felt like I had to leave Colombia for my safety. 


“Did your family pay a ransom for you?” the judge asked after I'd shown proof 
of my kidnapping. 


“Yes.” 
“Then you can't have political asylum,” she said. 
“But if they hadn't paid, I wouldn't be here,” I said. 


“You can only get political asylum if you feel unsafe and are trying to escape,” 


she said. 


“I do feel unsafe. The kidnappers were never caught, and I don’t want to stay 
there and get kidnapped again,” I told her. “I needed to leave the country” 


“T don’t believe you.” 


My first attempt at getting residency was denied. I met with my immigration 


lawyer and asked, “How many times can I do this?” 
“Three times. Let’s go for the second time,” he said. 


I felt better about my second attempt. My lawyer and I had worked on the 
details of my case and my request for asylum. We came up with a new way to 
present it and tweaked the argument to reinforce that I would be in danger if I 
returned to my home country I worked very hard with my lawyer to produce a 
better, stronger case for my second court date. 


My second immigration appointment was set for September 12, 2001. When 
I stood before the judge at my immigration hearing one day after the World 
Trade Center tragedy, he wouldn't even listen to my story It was a bad time to 
try and become a US citizen. 


I went before immigration judges 15 times to pursue my citizenship, three of 
which resulted in a deportation order. Every single time, I was shaking in my 
boots, scared I would be thrown in handcuffs and sent back to Colombia. 


If I was deported, it would mean facing my past, and I wasn’t ready for that. I 
didn’t have the right tools, and I didn’t even know I had healing to do. 


For me, living life in survival mode was like being in a constant adrenaline- 
fueled state. It was exhausting and wore me down. 


I hit points where my body would literally give out, and I'd become very 
depressed. Once I “recovered,” I went right back into survival mode. 


For years, I was constantly on the move with my career, my citizenship, and 
my romantic relationships. Through the entire process, I had to deal with all 
kinds of emotions. There were very stressful times when all I could do was 
work to pay my bills and my lawyers It was like I couldn’t settle down or I'd be 
too vulnerable. 


Of course, this was my trauma talking because I hadn’t done what I needed to 


heal. 


After my relationship with Jay ended, another man entered the picture. Allen 
and I had been together for a while when he said, “I'll marry you, and we can 
form a family.” He knew my legal battles and wanted to help. We also loved 
each other very much. 


His offer calmed my nerves, again. I married Allen, and I was able to get my 
citizenship. I was so happy that a real miracle had happened for me and my 
daughter. The opportunity to stay in the USA, the country that I love the 


most and a haven for me and my daughter, was exciting and gave me relief. 


Then, after 11 years, I got my residency papers and was able to become a full 
citizen of the United States It was a true dream come true. 


I was always working to make things happen. 


I had to face a lot of injustice in the system. Being kidnapped for three 
months was not enough according to US immigration laws to get asylum, and 
my family paying to bring me home safely was grounds to deny asylum The 
US courts concluded that my family was supporting crime by paying ransom, 
but what they didn’t understand was that families in Colombia have to pay or 
their loved ones are killed. 


Once I was married, the deportation orders were lifted. I no longer needed the 
temporary residency and work permit that allowed me to stay and work in the 
US and pay my staff and lawyers I lived with a heavy cloud of terror over my 
head for those 11 years. 


‘The other big stressor was that I hadn't been able to go to Colombia because of 
the asylum processing and a lack of money I didn’t get to see my parents or 
family at all in that time. 


Every day, I walked around wondering what my life would be like if they 
deported me I thought about accepting the offer from my aunt to live in 
Canada if I couldn't stay in the US There were many things that came to 
mind, and most of them were negative After I got permanent citizenship, I 
was able to go back to Colombia. I wanted to see my family again and to find 
out what it felt like after 11 years. 


When I first came to the United States, I didn’t talk to my family that much. 
My father was mad I left, and then I was mad at my parents because they tried 
to keep my daughter from me. There was even a time when my daughter had 
an accident while she was still living in Colombia, and my family didn’t call 
me or tell me for several days. 


For a long time, I wasn’t speaking to them regularly because the relationship 
was still rocky. 


Then a wise man told me, “If you want to have abundance and prosperity, you 
have to make your amends with your father That’s why youre not moving 
forward, Gloria.” 


When I heard that, I reached out to my father. From there, it was like my life 


took off again My feelings toward my family started to change, though things 
remained rocky for a while and it took me a long time to understand how my 
own behavior impacted my relationship with my parents. 


I traveled to Colombia to see my parents had not changed, but they had 
gotten divorced. 


My father was completely different and saw me like a grown, more mature 
woman I showed him that I had made a life that worked, and I took care of 
myself and my daughter. 


I didn’t need my parents’ help anymore to evolve. But from myself, I needed 
much mote. 


Chapter 10 


DARKNESS INTO LIGHT, 
TRAUMA INTO FORGIVENESS 


M, relationship with Allen moved very quickly Again, it was a trauma 
attachment. Almost instantly, I felt like he was the one, the guy I wanted to be 
with forever. But that was just my survival mode. 


Very early on, I saw some red flags that told me the relationship wouldn't 
work. But because I was stubborn—and with my trauma attachment and lack 
of healing after the kidnapping—I looked past the red flags I was unconscious 
and numb to life, which is why I was making the wrong decisions over and 
over. 


Those men weren't bad, but they weren't right for me. 


I wasn't vibrating in the vibration of love, which means I wasn’t loving myself I 
wasnt in a place to have a good relationship, no matter who it was with. But 
because I had Stockholm Syndrome and needed to attach to someone, I kept 
looking for relationships. 


For a long time, I was a manager in a produce company where I made good 
money After 18 years as a quality control inspector and a year as a secretary for 
a Peruvian company, I knew what I needed to know to start my own business. 


An asparagus Peruvian wholesale company was where I learned about 
accounting early in my career, and it was the first time I realized I wanted to 
do more with my life than work for someone else I tried speaking to the 
company owner to tell him I could do more than be a secretary I also alerted 
him to the fact that people were stealing money from him. He didn’t believe 
me and didn’t think I could do what I knew I could do. Immediately, I quit. 


After I quit this Peruvian company, a Brazilian ginger wholesale company offer 


me the position of a general manager in the USA, where I had the opportunity 
to grow to the level of CEO. I worked for them for two years, and I grew so 
much as a professional and made more and more connections. It was not 
exactly what I wanted but very close to being a business owner. 


‘Two years later, I meet the owner of the Peruvian company and he said, “Oh, 
why didn’t I listen to you? You could do so much more than what I was having 
you do. A couple of months after you left, I went into bankruptcy” 


It was the confirmation and validation I needed that I was living in alignment, 
and I was on the right path for myself. 


How quickly things can change. 


It took a couple of years, but I finally convinced my then-husband Allen to 
start a business with me. 


We began an import and wholesale company, bringing produce into the US 
from South and Central America and selling it wholesale to other distributors. 
I helped him build the company, and we made really, really good money. 


My main role in the business was to manage the finances. For two years, we 
worked day and night to build something amazing. I put my heart and soul 
into the company. 


During our third year in business, my husband came to me and said, “I don’t 
want to work with you anymore.” 


I was heartbroken. 


I didn’t understand what he was saying I was the entrepreneur behind the 
business and helped create the company. I felt degraded and humiliated. 


It reminded me of a time when I was younger and I told my father I wanted to 
be an actress I always wanted to be in the school plays, and acting was a 
serious passion of mine. I even had the chance to become a professional 
actress, but my father wouldn’t let me. 


He laughed. “You, be an actress? You can’t be an actress. You don’t have what 
you need to be an actress” 


It was the same feeling of having my dreams dashed and my wings clipped. 


When my husband Allen told me he couldn't work with me, he said it was 
because I was so strong and I get defensive. I worked with a lot of men, and I 


was very disciplined, strict, and abrasive. Sometimes, I felt I had to be that 
way so the men would respect me. 


Again, I suffered depression. For five weeks, I didn’t want to get out of bed. I 
cried a lot and didn’t care about my life or my work. 


It was the same self-isolation I resorted to when I was triggered. When I came 
out of the depression, I was angry. 


During my depression, I stumbled across a YouTube video of an artist using 
paint markers I bought the same markers and special paper. It wasn’t that 
expensive, which I liked, and I began painting to see what came out. Art 
became a therapeutic, expressive tool for me to help make sense of my 
thoughts and emotions. 


I even told Allen I wanted to get a divorce as a way of trying to reclaim some 
of my own personal power. When I had asked him for a divorce the first time, 
we separated for a little while, but he came back to me and told me he didn’t 
want a divorce. He said he'd change and convinced me that we still belonged 
together. 


My Stockholm Syndrome told me to trust him and that I needed him, but I 
confused his saying that he would change with his actually changing. 


We ended up having a massive problem in our relationship. 


Allen and I went to couples therapy for six years. I couldn't believe that he 
couldn't work with me and that he kicked me out of the company It took 
many years and many therapy sessions for me to understand it I lost trust in 
him and in myself. 


Even though I was going through another traumatic, difficult time, it opened 
the door for healing and more self-discovery. 


The voice in my head said, Gloria, what are you going to do? Youve put 10 years 
into this relationship, and you aren't working right now. You have everything you 
could need and don't have to worry about anything in life. 


In therapy, my husband told me it was a struggle for him to see the “good” 
part of me. I felt like I was constantly trying to prove myself and my worth to 
him. 


One of the problems I had was that I hadn’t faced my trauma, so every time I 
got criticized, I would pout and pout. I would feel sorry for myself and ask, 
“Why does this keep happening to me?” 


I couldn't see that I was attracting the same situations. I was in a lower 
vibration, and I attracted lower vibration situations All of these situations let 
me see my darkness and my shadows so | could start changing my vibration. 


Looking back, every one of my relationships provided me with a teacher or 
master that brought me a lesson | learned things about myself from each of 
those relationships, even if I didn’t recognize it at the time. 


I didn’t understand the messages because I wasn't conscious, or aware, that I 
was getting them. I stayed in that relationship even though I was very, very 
unhappy I woke up late every day and spent a lot of money I felt like my 
husband had taken away my dream. 


I had everything I wanted, but I wasn’t happy Except I didn’t have anything I 
didn’t have freedom to express myself freely, self-love, or a good relationship 
with people I realized I had to have a good relationship with myself before I 
could have a better relationship with people. 


How could I ask the world to give me anything if I wasn’t going to give back 
to the world? For years, I kept blaming other people. It was time to take 
responsibility. 


I was looking for healing, a direction, and a purpose. I wanted to help others, 
heal others, and that led me to massage therapy It was very holistic and 
connected me with the other students in my class. 


While I was studying massage, one of my teachers discovered something. 
Every time my teacher came next to me to teach me massage, I would hold my 


breath. 


“Why are you holding your breath when I come to say something to you?” he 
asked. 


“Because I have trust issues,” I said, identifying the problem. 
Through massage, my teacher helped me work on those trust issues. 


Another woman and I clicked right away. We talked a lot, and she knew my 
story She told me about a retreat that changed her life and told me to go. She 
said it could change a lot for me. The retreat was about forgiveness. 


Since I didn’t know what was wrong with me, I decided to go. It couldn’t hurt, 
and I was hungry for a change. That retreat was like a quantum leap for me. I 
spent four days in Miami and did very, very deep work where I cried like a 
baby It opened my consciousness to who I was and what I was doing I learned 


I had been through a lot, and I needed to take care of myself and be gentle 
with myself. 


I began exploring what I really wanted to do. How I wanted to give back to 
the world and what I could do to help other people. 


It took me a long time to realize I was good at whatever I did. Even though 
my husband had kicked me out of our company, I had been really good there, 
too. 


In massage school, out of the 30 massage students in the class, I was the third 
best in the entire group. 


When I studied to be a yoga teacher, I was one of the best yoga teachers in the 
group. 


When I studied podcasting, I was the number 1 podcaster out of 100 students 
when I graduated. 


I felt like I was regaining parts of myself that had been lost over the years. I 
was finally healing and working through my trauma. 


It wasn’t enough, though. I really wanted to talk about my kidnapping and my 
PTSD. Now that I had words for those feelings, I wanted to share them so 
that other people might not have to suffer in silence for so long. 


Podcasting appealed to me because it allowed me to talk freely without anyone 
seeing my face. One day, I saw Brian Ross from the digital platform London 
Real in England. He was huge in the podcasting industry I signed up with his 
program I didn’t care how much it cost or what I'd have to do. I wanted to 
learn how to talk about my experience in a way that would inspire and help 
others. 


I saw it as a continuation of my own healing journey and a way to reach others 
going through trauma so that I could help them heal, too. They sent me a 
coach to help me feel relaxed and talk in the podcast about my story At first, I 
was nervous. I spoke about things I never told anyone before. I felt exposed, 
even though my audience couldn't see my face. It was very raw and made me 
feel vulnerable But the more I talked about it, the more confidence I gained. 


Going through the podcasting course helped me break out of my shell and get 
more comfortable sharing my story and talking about trauma and mental 
health It was rewarding for me, and the people who heard my story told me 
they also felt inspired They thought I was crazy because I was going to talk 


about depression, anxiety, and PTSD. I wanted to be a pioneer in the field. 
No one was talking about it openly in podcasts at the time. 


When I was about to graduate from the course, I said to my coach, Kia Baker, 
“Let’s do a live show to practice what we know.” She immediately agreed and 
we felt amazing doing it. We talked about the veterans because it was Veteran’s 
Day Kia pushed me to tell my story on a podcast when I was afraid to do it. 
She is key to helping me tell my story, too. 


I also studied to be a public speaker because one of my dreams is to do a TED 
talk. 


So many opportunities are possible for me now that I am living my truth and 
helping other people recover from trauma and find ways to forgive themselves 
and others so that they can move on. In fact, it took me a long time to realize 
that I had to forgive my parents in order to live my own best life. 


The way my parents raised me was to always be polite and grateful with people 
around me. 


I realized that in order to repair my relationship with my parents, I needed to 
start treating them with gratitude and forgiveness if I wanted things to change 
I became conscious that some of my actions had broken their hearts, such as 
when I moved out of the country. 


Once I could see that, I started to forgive them because I could understand 
them better. I also understand that my family had experienced their own fear 
and trauma around my kidnapping. 


I didn’t know until many years later that my parents refused to pay the ransom 
at first to stall the kidnappers. The entire time, they were working to save me. 


Recently, I asked my father about the time he told me I didn’t look like I'd 
been kidnapped because I looked too healthy He told me he didn’t remember 
saying that to me, and if he said it, it came from a place of concern. Because 
everything happened so fast, he said he didn’t have time to think about his 
words. 


He also told me that my mother had to take medication for her to be able to 
talk to me on the radio when I was a hostage I didn’t know that at the time, 
but it has also helped me move forward in forgiving them. 


You may not know what is happening with someone that could be driving 
their actions Be conscious that what you see might not be the whole story. 


It’s been decades since I was kidnapped, and I finally feel my energy changing. 
I feel younger and more vibrant. The first 50 years of my life were very hard, 
but I’m going forward living with passion and calm. 


CONCLUSION 


\ \ riting this book has been an important part of my healing process. It 
took me almost 17 years to embrace my truth and tell my story It’s been a very 
challenging path, but I would not change any of it because I gained an 
abundance of wisdom. You need to live life to receive its knowledge. 


I wrote this book to help people who feel they are in a dark place, like I was 
many times. Now, I comprehend life much better and am very happy to be 
here on this planet It took me a long time to understand why I had the 
kidnapping experience and find a way to process it and share it with the 
world. 


Mine is just one of many stories that can help you understand Stockholm 
Syndrome and all the emotions that trauma can evoke. You don’t need to be 
kidnapped to get stuck in survival mode. 


I want this book to open your mind and give you the strength and reflective 
ability to change if you feel trapped by your relationship, job, family, or 
anything else in your life. I want you to open yourself to transformation and 
allow yourself to let go of trauma to live an extraordinary life. 


I’ve never regretted forgiving my parents. It felt like the right thing to do, but 
it has been a journey My true healing didn’t begin until I found my purpose. 


My mission is to help you activate yourself for a better life. Times goes so fast 
that you risk missing the miracles and beautiful opportunities life presents. 
This book is just one of many ways I share my experiences and the wisdom 
I’ve gained. 


I share this story with love for you. Don’t be afraid to share your truth, and 
don't let too much time go by before you learn to love yourself and live your 


best life. 
I have an extraordinary life! What about YOU? 
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